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SRC EL TATA 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE following Collection of 

TaLEs, &c. is intended as a 
Second Volume of The Muſe in Good 
Humour, in Place of a Motley Work 
obtruded on the Public under that- 
Title, and falſly pretended to be com- 
2 by the Editor of the Firſt Vo- 
lume. This! it was which gave Birth 
to the preſent Collection; and though, 
it muſt be confeſſed, a ſtriking Inferi- 
ority will appear in many Parts of it, 
when compared with others of the 
Firſt Volume, yet it is hoped, upon 
the Whole, that its Merits will ſuffici- 
ently authoriſe it to bear the Title it 
aſſumes, 1. e. 8 
Muſe in Good Humour. 
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The CoNnFESSION. 
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„ Ac Te os | 
By Mr. T. 2 
01 8 Ramble, a Rake of true Catholic 


* T 7 Hope, 

| Who rely'd on Salvation. through 
EK Faith---in the Pope, 

Having been to the Fair a little too true; 
And borrow'd from God, to give Woman her 
4 ee o Mes. -.-* L 
With a Qualm of Cantrtion one Morning was 
taken : 


(And Conſcience declaring 'twas high. Time to 

p reckon) .. - 

His Steps to a Convent the Gallant addrefs'd, 

To pour his Tranſgreſſions in Dominick's Breaſt; 

He rent his lac'd Ruffles, diſgrac'd. his Toupee, 

He broke his Cutteau, and he fell on his Knee; 
Vol. II. B O Father, 
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© Father, loſt Reſt to a Sinner reſtore; 
"Theſe Pieces are many, my Treſpaſſes more: 
Thus ſaying, a Purſe from his Pocket he loos'd ; 
Which, ey'd by the Friar, this Anſwer produc'd : 
Son, truſt our good Mother, ſhell ever confer 
Indulgence on thoſe who're indulgent to her, 
Let indigent Wretches be ſcar d for their Souls; 
- The Church has Remiſſion---whil/t you have Piſtoles; 
| The Gate of her Mercy to all is unbarr d; | 
To all, I wou'd mean, who come duely prepar d. 
« A Shepherdeſs, 1 and young, I be- 
tray d; 
4 T found her, ah ! wou'd 1 had left her, a Maid: 
« Untaught as the Lambs, which ſhe watch'd on 
« the Common, 
c Allur'd by this Purſe, I made her a Woman. 
«© This bought the Repentance, this bought the 
« Delight; 
« Take, take, holy Father, the Fiend from my 
Sight.” | 
The Father * ang took Charge of the 
e you know, was a Branch of his Duty; 
| So was Poverty too, yet, aurum accepit : | 
Why ſurg.you don't think his Intent was to kenp 
it ! 
_ But (left a bad Tale by its Length be ads 
worſe) 


© © The Friar well weighing the caſe---of the Purſe : 


7 fra 


The Conriss10V. 3 
1 find not, (faith he) any Cauſe for Alarm; 
You in/trufted the Ignorant ; where was the Harm ? 
6 Ie Charms of a Widow my Soul did ſur- 
| © prize; 
6 Unparaitts her Grief; unparallel'd her Eyes; 
No ſecond Enjoyment ſhe'd ſworn to allow ; 


& I kiſs'd off her Tears, and oh! cancelPd her 
(0 Vow. A. < 


Meer Charity, Son, had oblig'd you to this; 

To comfort the Widow was ſure not amiſs. 

„An Huguenot's Conſort fell next in my Snare; 
&« By Force I ſubdu'd the untractable Fair: 
„„ Her Huſband intruded, he fell in the Strife: 
« I ftripp'd her of Honour, and him of his Life.“ 
Piſb, let not ſuch Trifles your Mind incommode ; 
To take from an Heretick's giving to God. 
To a beautiful Nun, I my Flame did reveal, 


« She open'd her Heart, and ſhe open'd her 
cell, 


« She open'd 


O Heavens!“ 

| Damnation and Hell !--- _ 
Mark, mark it in Black, O ye ſacred Recorders, 
What, lie with a Nun, and not be in Orders 
That one deadly Sin excceds all the * ſeven, 
Tis robbing the Church, and that's robbing of 

Fleav'n : 

"Tis that dammable Error which can't be forgivn. 


* Alludiog to the ſeven deadly Sins in the Popiſb Liturgy, 


B 2 5 Net 


Tranſmits thro' Ages Taffy's Praiſe; 


The deathleſs Taſk reſerv'd for me. 
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Not Vigil, not O ring can attone for your Evil ; 
Down, down to Fami down, down to the 
Devil. | 

Away crept the Gallant ; nay crept the Monk : 
This ſneak d to ** Porridge, and b to his 
* 
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The Bor TIL E-S CREW. 
ee A. 
By Mr. AMHURST. 


\HE Patten, Fan, and Petticoat, 8 
eee Note, | 


| 1 parlous Rhimes immortal live, 


If Rhimes immortal Life can give; 
The Mouſe-Trap, in ſonorous Lays, 


While ſtill unſung in pompous Strains, 
Oh! ſhame ! the Bottle-Screw remains, 
The Bottle-Screw, whoſe worth, whoſe Uſe, 
All Men confeſs, that love the juice; 
Forgotten ſleeps the Man, to whom 

We owe th' Invention, in his Tomb, 

No publick Honours grace his Name, 

No pious Bard records his Fame, 

Elate with Pride and joy I ſee 


Say, 
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Say, gentle Muſe, in living Song, 
Whence Firſt this uſeful Engine ſprung, 
And Thou, who (if report ſpeak true) 
In Pocket always bear'ſt thy Serue, 
Accept, D---L---NE, in youthful Lays, 
The Homage which the Poet pays. 
Once on a Time, of mortal Men, 
(No Matter where, no Matter when) 
There liv'd a jolly, Country Vicar, 
Who lov'd the Church and eke his Liquor, 
What was his Name, I do not read 
In Baker, Hollinſbead, or Speed, 
But thro? the Progreſs of our Poem, 
By Name of Roger you muſt know him. 
Some little Faults this Roger had, 
But of the Dead, mum ! nothing bad ; 
As that he rarely paid his Debts, | 
And others which the Muſe forgets ; 
Our Buſineſs tis his Faults to hide, 2 
And only ſhew his better Side. | pe 
All writers in this Point agree, 
That he was joviſant and free, 
A merry Wight! and, after Maſs, 
Would ſmoke his Pipe, and drink his Glaſs: ' 
Oft fond of Mirth. and Converſation, 
Or preſs d by courteous Invitation, 
To neighb'ring Farmers he'd repair, 
And ſpend a Winter Ev'ning there; 
Sometimes of grizly Sprights would talk, 
That in white Sheets at Midnight walk, : 
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Till all the liſt' ning Children groan, 
And dare not go to Bed alone ; | 
Sometimes would on the Muſic play, 
Or Putt, to paſs the Time away ; 
Sometimes to raviſh'd Clowns would ſpeak 
Mouthfuls of Latin, and of Greek, 
His Logick ſhew and Claflick Knowledge, 
And tell of merry Freaks at College ; 
Play with the Louts at Chriſimas Games, 
And initheir Abſence------with their Dames, 
For wary Clerks learn all theſe Arts. 
To gain Eſteem, and conquer Hearts, 
It chanc'd, as old Traditions ſay, 
That on a certain Holiday, 
The Squire, deſigning to carouſe, 
Some Friends invited to his Houſe; 
Amongſt the reſt, as was moſt fitting, K 
To ſanctify the merry Meeting, 
The Parſon, if we credit Fame, 
Was ſent for and preciſely came. 
Supper now waited on the Board, 
The Gueſts ſtand round, and at the Word, 
Sir Roger, with a ſolemn Face, [ 
Held forth his Hat and ton'd a Grace, 
Hie faid, and Hemming thrice aloud, 
Sate down, and venerably Bow'd. 
Plain, not luxurious was the Feaſt, 
But what a gen'rous Heart confeſs'd ; 
Firſt, on the Diſh ſublimely rear'd, 
The famous Britiſh Lain appear'd, 


A 
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Whoſe 
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Whoſe Worth our loftieſt Praiſe deſerves, 
Great Builder of the Warrior's Nerves! 
Two Turkies next the Footman bore, 
Which lately gobbled at the Door : 
But oh! how very ſhort their Span? 
Unhappy Fowls! the food of Man! 
The careful Matron, from whoſe Hand 
To peck the Grain they wont to ſtand, 
From Weeping ſcarcely could refrain, 
To ſee her pretty Poultry ſlain. 
The Feaſt a Diſh of Wild-Fowl crown'd, 
Which on the neighb'ring woody Ground, 
 The*Squire himſelf had lately kill'd, 
A Sportſman, moſt exactly ſkill'd ; 
Full oft, unerring from afar, 
Forth trudg'd he to the Sylvan War, 
In Search of Foes, with ruthleſs Mind, 
Dreaded by all the feather'd Kind, 
For let em that Way fly or this, 
Seldom the *Squire was known to Miſs. 
Thus far premis'd, *tis now high Time 
To check our long-digreſſing Rhime, 
The Taſk intended to purſue, 
And of our Tale reſume the Clue ; 
Wherefore the Supper now was over, 
And Thomas brought up the October; 
The hoary Bottle ſeem'd to tell, 
That all within was Ripe and Well; 
When, ſtudious to extract the Cork, 
Sir Roger ſet his 9 to work ; 

I 4 


This 
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"This Way and that the Cork he ply'd, 

And wrench'd in vain from ſide to fide ; 

In vain his ivory Grinders ftrain'd, 

For ſtill unmov d the Cork remain'd; 

And as a Cheiſtain ſtout in Fight 

Exerts his utmoſt warlike Might, 
Loth to deſert his deſtin'd Poſt, 

And ſee his raviſh'd Honours loſt, 

So did the Cork maintain the Field; 

And ſcorn'd to human Force to yield, 

Still kept the Seat, each Shock repreſs'd, 

Which in the Cellar it poſſeſs d. 

At length, enrag'd with foul Defeat, 

The Levite burn'd with fiercer Heat, 

And grown by Thirſt more valiant far, 

He meditates a ſecond War ; 


Firm on the ſpungy Cork he plac'd 


His doubty Thumb, and downward preſs'd 
The yielding Wood; ----- but oh! ice 1 luck! 
Faſt in its Place his own Thumb ſtuck, 
Loudly the pleas'd Spectators laugh'd, 
With Pain and Shame the Parſon chaf d, 
Long did he ſtrive, with adverſe F ate, 
His captive Thumb to extricate, 
Nor could his Liberty regain, 
Till Hammer broke the glaſſy Chain; 
Leave to withdraw the Prieſt deſir'd, 
And bowing, ſullingly retir'd. 
Homewards with flying Steps he bed, 
Smoak'd half a Pipe, and went to Bed, 955 
$* - | {TW Where 
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Where pond' ring for awhile he lay 
On the Miſcarriage of the Day; 
At length the Shades of Sleep ariſe, 
And gently ſeal his cloſing Eyes: 
Now thro the Gloom of pitchy Night 
There ſtood preſented to his Sight, 
Or ſeem'd to ſtand; the God of Wine, 
Known by his Fhyr/ſus and his Vine, 
Which cluſt ring round his ample Head, 
His broad impurled Cheeks o er- ſpread; 
This Hand a Cork-Screw did contain, | 
And that a Bottle of Champaign ; 3 
He ſat Majeſtick croſs his Tun, 
And ſaid, 2 Hail! deareſt rev'rend Son. 
«« Whoſe bulky Paunch and roſy Face 
6 Proclaim thee of the toping Race, 
« Behold in me thy darling God, 
« At whoſe Imperial, awful Nod, 
«© Immortal Deities get drunk, 
And lewdly rave for mortal Punk, 
« Your groſſer Fleſh and Blood put on, 
« And tread on ſolid Nerves and Bone, 
% Scorn their own thin, unbody'd Dames, 
« And ſcorch in ſenſual human Flames, 
For we to give Mankind their due, 
Love a T:t-bit, as well as you. 

« Laſt Night (for we above, you know, 
« See all Things that are done below) 
I faw thy. concious Shame and Grief, 
« And come to. miniſter Relief; | 


B 5 6 For 
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% For lo ! this crooked Inſtrument 
« All future Miſchief ſhall prevent. 
Thus, with a.Smile, kind Bacchus ſpoke, 
And in his Hand the Weapon took, 
He ſlipt it-o'er his Finger- Joint, 
And to the Cork apply d the Point, 
| Gently he turn'd it round and round, 
Till in the Midſt its Spires were wound, 
Then bending earthward low, betwixt 
His Knees the Bottle firmly fixt, 
And, giving it a ſudden Jerk, 
From its cloſe Priſon wrench'd the Cork : + 
The Wine now iſſu'd at Command, 
When, with a Bumper in his Hand, 
Your Health, Sir Roger, quoth the God ; 
Sir Roger gave a reverend Nod, | 
In a full Brimmer pledg'd his Gueſt, 
And gravely toaſted---to the BeH. 
They chat together, drink and fill, 
And like two Inkle-weavers ſwill, 
*T'ill botk begin to hang the Lip, 
See double, ſtare like Pigs, and clip; 
Then hugging, take a parting Glaſs, 
But dream-wiſe all this came to pals) 
His Deity reel'd home to Heav'n, 
And Maſter Roger wak'd at Sev'n. 
Up ſtraight he got, in joyous Haſte, 
And recollecting what had paſs'd, 
How with a God he ſpent the Night, 
His Heart exalted with Delight, 
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Each Circumſtance, their Talk, their Wine, 
Prov'd his late Viſitor divine, 
The Thought of which celeſtial Favour 
Gave a new Turn to his Behaviour, 
Wore off the Gloom of laſt Night's Spleen, 
Intent to form the new Machine. - 

But firſt, to his NoQturnal Gueſt 
This ſhort Petition he addreſs'd; 
4 Thrice honour'd Pow'r ! whoſe drunken Sway 
The jovial Sons of Earth obey, 
If yet the racy Fumes are fled, 
«© Which ſeiz'd laſt Night thy gracious Head, 
The Hint, which then you kindly gave, 
« Accompliſh and oblige your Slave. 
For the great Work my Arm inſpire, 
To bend aright the ſtubborn Wire, 
To grind the Edge, no eaſy Thing! 
And for the Finger ſhape the Ring; 
“ So yearly, at thy hallow'd Shrine, 
I'll facrifice a Tun of Wine.” 

He ſpoke, .and, with his lifted Eyes, 
Saw the God poſting from the Skies. 

Now to the mighty Taſk he ſets 
His Hands, and o'er the Anvil ſweats, 
Firſt puts the Iron in the Fire, 
And hammers out the glowing Wire, 
Then tortures it in Curls around, 
As Tendrils on- che Vine are found, 
Sharpens the Bottom, rounds the Top, 
And finiſh'd bears it from the Shop; 


Well- 
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45 Well-pleas'd, a Bottle-Screw.he names ity 
And ſacred to the God proclaims it. Nl 
This curious Engine, ſays the Prieſt, 
Shall ſtretch my Fame from Weſt to Eaſt, 
Me the F ox-hunting, tipling Squire, 
And punning Curate ſhall admire ; 

Me ſhall the raking Templer praiſe, 

And Altars to my Glory raiſe, 

When' privately he treats his Whore, 

And this fam'd Screw fecures the Door ; 
By me ſhall Birmingham become 
Infuture Days more fam'd than Rome, 
Shall ewe to me her Reputation, 

And ſerve with Bottle-Screws the Nation. 


* 
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Warning to young Married ME vn. 


A TAL. E. 
By Mr. AMHURST. 


HILOM in Kent there liv'd a Jolly SY 
Swain, % 
Young Colinet, the Genius of the Plain; 
Sonnets he wrote, could ſing and whiſtle well, 
Crack witty Jokes, and merry Stories tell; 
At Wakes and Weddings always led the Dance, 
And drew from every Lafs the wiſhful Glance; 
Courteous he was, and ſkilful to perfwade; 
Soon to his Lures he won the Parſon's Maid; 
1 88 He 
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He married, and (O mournful to relate l) 
Grew a meer Tyrant in the nuptial State ; 
Aſſum'd Dominion o'er his trembling Wife, 
And prov'd a very Huſband all his Life ; 
No more, as once, he charm'd her ki ning Ear, 
Call'd her no more, my Honey, and my Dear; 
But daily, from his Work returning Home, 
With dreadful Oaths and Curſes ſhook the 
Room; 
To ev ry humble Queſtion he'd RY | 
You ſaucy B-tch, G--d d---n you, what care I? 
No Anſwer would the frowning Churl afford, 
. But ſnapt the Woman ſhort at ev'ry Word ; 
When to the Alehouſe, from his Pipe and Pot, 
She came to fetch the drunken midnight Sot ; 
Out of the Houſe, he cry'd, be gone! away! 
And reeling, ſtammer'd in her Ears, Obey/ 
Then ſhook the Crab-tree Cudgel in his Hand, | 
The well-known Enſign of his ſtern Command. 
Tir'd out at length with this vexatious Courſe, 4 
And finding ev'ry Day that it grew worſe, | 
Shevow'd, growndeſp'rate, to revenge her Wrong, 
And bear no longer what ſhe bore fo long; 
To a briſk neigh'bring Barber ſhe apply'd ; 
With all my Heart, the gallant Barber cry'd: 
Now whilſt Abroad the Tyrant- bumbkin roams, 
With ſilent Haſte the watchful Lecher comes z 
Her welcome Gueſt the injur d Wife receives, 
And for "Ow 3 her RING leaves, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


14 The Paso and Maid; or, 
Up Stairs ſhe leads him, ſprings into his Arms, 
And fir d with Tranſport, opens all her Charms; 
Now, Colly, triumph now, in Scorn ſhe ſaid, 
Proud of the Honours that adorn thy Head. 
Three Limes the pleaſing Vengeance they repeat, 
And with becoming Horns the Brute compleat. 


— . 


The Parson and Map; or, CoLLIN 
in the Apple-Tree. | 


A TALE. 


N Oxfordſhire, as Stories go, 
I can't tell whether true or no ; 
But true or falſe, or new, or old, 
You have it juſt as I was told. 
There liv'd a Swain of low Degree, 
(Yet with Contentment bleſt, and free,) 
In a ſmall Cottage of his own, 
Some Diſtance from the noiſy Town. 
But &er I any farther go, | 
*T wilF proper be to let you know, 
Four Cows his Number were (I ween) 
That us'd to graze upon the Green ; 
But ſome ſly Thief, as People ſay, 


In Dead of Night ſtole one away ; 
Or elſe, by Chance, ſhe went aſtray : 
But ſtol'n or ſtray d, it matters none, 


It plain appear'd his Cow was gone. 
| Poor 


Colli in the Apple-Tree. 15 

Poor Collin went, reſolv'd with Speed, | 
To find her out, alive or dead. 
With that he travell'd, but in vain, 
Thro' ev'ry Paſture, Field, and Lane. 
Oe'r Hedge and Ditch his Cow he ſought, 
Till to an Orchard he was brought; 
Where Fruit, of moſt delicious T afte, 
The laden Boughs alluring grac d. 

Says Coll', they're pleaſant to the Sight, 
But pleaſanter by far to bite ; 
With that (aſſur'd that none cou'd ſee) 
He inſtantly climb'd up the Tree. 

Five Minutes ſcarce had he been there, 
Before a Parſon did appear; 
Led in his Hand a comely Laſs, 
Came gently tripping o'er the Graſs : 
And juſt beneath that ſelf-ſame Tree, 
(Where Collin could both hear and ſee) 
The Parſon with the pretty Maid 
Sat down together in the Shade. 
My baſhful Muſe would here have done; 
But Truth commands, ſhe muſt go on.” 
The Parſon,----if I tell it muſt, 
Was Fleſh and Blood as well as us; 

A thouſand loving Words expreſs'd, | 
Her ſnowy Boſom kiſs'd and preſs' d, | | 
Then laid his Hand upon her B---y, 

(As Collin on the Tree can tell ye) 

Crying, my Love, what do I feel ! 

My dear, I muſt---ring Love's firſt Peal.--- 
Quoth 
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Thus ſaid, and 


Quoth ſhe, I know not what you mean, 
And I'm afraid we ſhall be ſeen.— 
Beſides---a Man, Sir, of your Cloth! 
Twill bring a Curſe upon us both ! 
The Cloth? ſaid he, then let it go, 
There's not a Prieſt but will do ſo. 


With that he caught her in his Arms, Ls 


And rifled all her blooming Charms. 15 
This Peal being o'er, with Kiſſes vet, | 
He did a ſecond Peal repeat; 


While Call ſat ſilent in the Tree; 


Ye Gods! what Sights were there to ſee | 


Such tickling, toying, kiſſing, prefling, 
The Pleaſures they were both pollefling, 


Are paſt a Mortal's Tongue exprefling. 


Then tir'd, .awhile they panting lie, 
Till ſome kind Pow'rs new Life ſupply 5 But | 


His Spirits quickly roſe agen, 


And then the Parſon wou'd---toll in. 


Their Paſtime now being almoſt oer, 
The Parſon he cou'd ring no more, 
But ſaid, Love, ſince our Pleaſure's Homes. 


I'll fee the Place whence it begun: r 
8 e 
He view d her lovely By round; | 


With ev'ry hidden Charm beſide --- 
Whilſt thus the Damſel, ſmiling, cry'd, 
Pray, Sir, ſince you ſo free have been, 
Inform me truly what you've ſeen? 
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Seen, Child! (he anſwer d with a Sneer) 
Why I've ſeen all the World, my Dear 
Then Sir, cries Collin, on the Bough. 
Pray tell me if you've ſeen; my Co.]ẽ 

The Parſon ſtarted with Surprize, 
And up the Tree he caſt his Eyes--- 
Then faintly cry'd, 'twixt Hope and Fear, 
Pray, Sir, how long have you been there? 
Says Coll, ſhou'd I the Truth reveal, | 
Iſe here before you rung a Peal. 

Come down, my Friend, the Parſon ſaid, 
And that this ſame may ne'er be ſpread, 
This Purſe of yellow ſhining Ore 
Be thine---be ſure you ſay no more. 

Coll took the Money, well content, 
Forgot his n and ** he . 


The CAPTAIN and SAILOR, | 
r 


8 Jann, the Sailor, and his Laſs, 
One Morn were tripping o'er the Graſs ; 
To gather White-Thorn, as they ſay, 

It being on the Firſt of May, | 
They did a jolly Captain meet, 
And courteouſly each other greet. 
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Firſt, John the Sailor touch'd his Hat, 
The Captain bow'd, began to chat, 
Saying, John, pray how came this to paſs, 
Where pick'd you up this comely Laſs, 
With roſy Cheeks, and ſparkling Dre, 

Thoſe ſnowy Breaſts that fall and riſe, 
Tempting to ſome more ſecret Bliſs ? 
Oh! John, I muſt,----muſt have a Kiſs ; 
And you, whene'er you meet my Dame, 

| Shall welcome be to do the ſame. 

Now, ſome Days after, being fair, 
The Captain walk'd to take the Air; 
Led in his Hand his comely Bride, 
Which luckily young Jobnny ſpy'd ; 

And bowing ſaid, Sir, you know what, 

I hope you ha'n't your Word forgot ? 

No, Jahn, (he anſwer'd) by my Life, 

*Tis your Turn now,---ſee here's my Wife. 

John ſmiling, cock d his Hat aſide, 

And boldly kiſs'd the Captain's Bride, 

Crying, ye Gods ! I'd give a Crown, 
Had he but laid my Nancy down. 
What then (quoth Madam) would you do? 
Why we'd have had a Tumble too, 
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Envy and FORTUNE. 
A TAL E. 
To Mes. GARRI CK. 


By Mr. Mook. 


AYS Envy to Fortune, „Soft, ſoſt, Madam 
Hirt / 

6 Not ſo faſt with your Wheel, you'll be down 
in the Dirt! 

„Well, and how does your David? Indeed my 
dear Creature, 

« You've ſhewn him a wonderful deal of Good- 

Nature; 
« His Bags are ſo full, and fuch Praiſes his due, 


«« That the like was ne er known---and all owing 
to you | 


« But why won't you make him quite happy for 


life, 
« And to all you have done, add 5 Gift of 2 
Wife ?” 
Says Fortune, and ſmil'd, © Madam Envy, 
God fave ye ; 
* But why always dewing at me and poor Davy? 


« I own that ſometimes, in Contempt of all | 


Rules, 
] laviſh my Favours on Blockheads and Fools; 
But 


20 Envy and FOR TUNE. 


« But the Caſe is quite different here, I aver it, 


For David ne'er knew me, till brought me by 
Merit. 

« And yet to convince you---nay, Madam, no 
Hiſſes--- 


% Good Manners . | 


this is!” 
(For mention but Merit, and Eiwy flies out 
With's Hiſs and Yell, that would filence a Rout, 


| But Fortune went ont To: convince you, 1 


ſay, 

« That! honour your Scheme, ru about it To- 
Day; 

„ The Man ſhall be „ ee $07 now be 


eh, 
« And Garrick, for once, ſhall do ſomething to 
| pleaſe you,” 
go faxing, ſhe rated her Wheel out of Sight; 
While Eray walk d after, and grinn d with Pe- 


r. 
It ſeems tene a Trick that the long had been | 


. brewing, 
To marry poor” David, and ſo be his Ruin: 
For Slanger. had told her the Creature lov'd Pelf, 
And car d not a Fig for a Soul but himſelf; 
From thence ſhe was ſure, had the Devil a * 
ter, 
He'd ſnap at the Girl, ſo twas Fortune that 


brought her. 
And 


b 
] 
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And then ſhou'd her Temper be ſullen or haughty, 

Her Fleſh too be frail, and incline to be naughty, 

'T would fret the poor Fellowſo out of his Reaſon, 

That Barry and Quin would ſet F aſhions next 
SGeaſon. 

But Fortune, who ſaw what the Fury deſign, 
Reſoly'd to get David a Wife to his Mind; 
Yet afraid of herſelf in a Matter ſo nice, 
She viſited Prudence, and. begg'd her Advice. 
The Nymph ſhook her-Head, when the Buſineſs 

ſhe knew, 
And faid that her female Acquaintance were few ; 
That 9 Miſs R. O Jes, there was 


A Friend of that Lady's, fie vil Rene; 
But the firſt was too great, and the laſt was too 


good, 
And as for the reſt, ſhe might get when ſhe cou'd. 
Away hurry'd Fortune, perplex'd and half mad, 
But her Promiſe was paſs d, and a Wife muſt be 
nad: | 
She travers'd the Townfrom one Cornertotother, 
Now knocking at one Door, and then at another, 
The Girls curtſy'd low, as ſhe look'd in their 
Faces, 
And bridled and primm'd with Abundance of 
Graces ; "Iv 
But this was coquettiſh, eat was; a Prude, 
One ſtupid and dull, t other noify and rude : 
A third 
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A third was affected, quite careleſs a fourth, 

With Prate without Meaning, and Pride ere 
Worth; 

A fifth and SR, and a ſeventh were ſuch 

As either knew nothing, or ſomething too much. 

In ſhort as they paſs d, ſhe to all had Objections, 

The Gay wanted Thought, the Good-humour'd 
Affections, 11 | | 

The prudent were ugly, the ſenſible dirty, 

And all of them Flirts, from fifteen up to thirty. 

When Fortune ſaw this, ſhe began to look filly, 

Vet ſtill ſhe went on till ſhe reach'd Piccadilly; 

But vex'd and fatigu'd, andthe Night growing late, 

She reſted her Wheel within Burlington Gate. 

My Lady roſe up, as ſhe ſaw her come in, 

% O ho, Madam Genius Pray where have you 
been!“ 

(For her Ladyſhip thought from ſo ſerious an Air, 

T was Genius come home, for it ſeems ſhe liy'd 
there.) 

But Fortune, not minding her Ladyſhip s Blunder, 

And wiping her Forehead, cry'd, Well * 5 

. you wonder | 

+ & To ſee me thus flurry'd, en told her val 

393 on. 

* And figh'd till her Ladyſhip laugh'd in her Face, 

« Mighty civil indeed !“ Come a Truce, 
lays my Lady, 

A Truce with "2x and perhaps I may 
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« T'll ſhew you a Girl that-----here, Martin / 
go tell ---- 
But ſhe's gone to undreſs ; by and by is as 
well --- 
I'll ſhew you a Sight that you'll fancy uncom- 
mon, - 
« Wit, Beauty, and Goodneſs, all in a 
Woman; 
« A Heart to no Folly or Miſchief inclin'd, 
4 A Body all Grace, and all Sweetneſs a Mind. 
« O, pray let me ſee her, ſays Fortune, and 
ſmil'd, | 
« Do but give her to me, and PH make her 
my Child---- 
« But who, my "4 who ?---for you have not 
told yet. 
«© Who indeed, "oth my Lady, if not Violette?“ 
The Words were ſcarce ſpoke, when ſhe en- 
ter'd the Room ; | 
A Bluſh at the Strangerftill heighten'd ber Bloom; ; 
So humble her Looks were, ſo mild was her Air, 
That Fortune, aſtoniſh'd, ſat mute in her Chair, 
My Lady roſe up, and with Countenance 


bland, 

« This is Fortune, my Dear,” and preſented her 
Hand : 

The Goddeſs embrac'd her, and call'd her her 
own, 


And, Compliments over, her Errand made known. 
But 


Ex vx and Fox Tux E. 


24 


Bur! how the ſweet Girl colour d, flutter d, ang 


trembled, 
How oft ſhe ſaid no, and how ill ſhe diſſembled ; 
Or how little David rejoic'd at the News, 
And ſwore, from all others, twas her he would 


. chuſe ; 


| What Methods he td, and what Arts to pre- 


All . nn will but ane * 

25 Tale. 

In ſhort, all Affairs were fo happily carry'd, -- 

That hardly fix Weeks We away till they 
marry d. 


But Ervy grew ſick adi the Story ſhe TY 


Fiolette was the Girl that of all ſue moſt fear d; 

She knew her 6 | Beauty, and 

7 Sweetneſs, 

Her Eaſe and Compliance, * Taſte and her 
Neatneſs. 


| From theſe ſhe was fure that her Man could not. | 


roam, | 
And muſt riſe on er from Contentment at > 


Home : | 
beide went hing W en 2 
And Garrict next Seaſon will certainly burſt her. 


" 
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Joer privately ſtealing. 

| | By Mr. Moors, | 

'* HE Pris ner was at large indicted, 
For that by Thirſt of Gain excited, 


One Day in Fuly laſt, at Ten, 
And in the Houſe of Mrs. P---, 


From the left Breaſt of E--- ---, Gent. 


With baſe felonious Intent, 

Did then and there a Heart with Strings, 
Reſt, Quiet, Peace, and other Things, 
Steal, rob and plunder; and all them 


The Trial of SARAH , alias SLIM Sar, 


The Chattels of the faid E--- H. 2 


The Proſecutor ſworn, laſt May 
(The Month he knew, but not the Day) 
He left his Friends in Town, and went 
Upon a Viſit down in Kent : 
That ſtaying there a Month or two, 
He ſpent his Time as others do, 
In riding, walking, fiſhing, ſwimming ; 
But being much inglin'd to Women, 
And young and wild, and no great Reaſoner, 
He got acquainted, with the Priſoner, 
He own'd *twas rimour'd in thoſe Parts 
That ſhe'd a Trick of ſtealing Hearts, 
And, from Fifteen to Twenty-two, 
Had made the Devil and all to do: 

Vox. II. C 


But 


The Trial of Saran ***, 


26 


But Mr. W---, the Vicar, 
(And no Man brews you better Liquor) 
Spoke 


of her Thefts as Tricks of Youth, 
The Frolicks of a Girl forſooth. 
Things now were on another Score, 
He faid; for ſhe was Twenty-four. 
However, to make Matters ſhort, 
And not to treſpaſs on the Court, 
The Lady was diſcover'd ſoon, 
| And thus it was, One Afternoon, 
The Ninth of Juby laſt, or near it, 
(As to the Day, he could not ſwear it) 
In Company at Mrs. P---'s, 
Where Folks ſay any Thing they pleaſe z 
Dean IJ, and Lach Mary by, 
And Fanny waiting on Miſs Y---, 
He ound he was inclin'd to think 
Both were a little in their Drink ; 
The Priſ'ner aſk'd, and call'd him Couſin, 
How many Kiſſes made a Dozen? 
That being, as he own'd, in Liquor, 


The Queſtion made his Blood run quicker, 


And, Senſe and Reaſon in eclipſe, 

He vow'd he d ſcore them on her Lips. 
That riſing up to keep his Word, 

He'got as far as Kiſs the Third, 

And word have counted Gother Nine, 
And ſo all preſent did opine, 

But that he felt a ſudden Dizzineſs, 
That quite undid him for the Buſineſs ; 


bo 
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His Speech, he ſaid, began to faulter, 
His Eyes to ſtare, his Mouth to water, 

His Breaſt to thump without Ceſlation, 

And all within one ion. 

Bleſs me! ſays Fanny, what's the Matter? 
And Lady Mary look'd hard at her, 

And ſtampt, and-wiſh'd the Priſ ner further, 
And cry'd out, part them, or there's Murther ! 
That till he held the Priſ'ner faſt, 

And would have ſtood it to the laſt ; 

But ſtruggling to go through the reſt, 

He felt a Pain a-croſs his Breaſt, 

A Sort of ſudden Twinge, he ſaid, 

That ſeem'd almoſt to ſtrike him dead, 

And after that ſuch cruel ſmarting, 

He thought the Soul and Body parting ; 

That then he let the Priſ'ner go, 

And ſtagger'd off a Step or fo, 

And thinking that his Heart was ill, 

He begg'd of Miſs Y----'s Maid to feel. 

That Fanny ſtept before the reſt, 

And laid her Hand upon his Breaſt; 

But, Mercy on us! what a Stare 

The Creature gave | no Heart was there; 
Souſe went her Fingers in the Hole, x 
Whence Heart, and Strings, and all were ſtole, 
That Fanny turn'd and told the Priſoner, 

She was a Thief, and ſo ſhe'd chriſten her, 

And that it was burning Shame, 

And brought the Houſe an evil Name, 
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And if ſhe did not put the Heart in, 

The Man would pine and die for certain. 
The Priſ'ner then was in her Airs, 

And bid her mind her own Affairs, 

And told his Reverence, and the reſt of 'em, 

She was as honeſt as the beſt of em. 

That Lady Mary and Dean L---, 

Roſe up and ſaid, twas mighty well, 

But that, in gen'ral Terms they ſaid it, 

A Heart was gone, and ſome one had it; 

Words would not do, for ſearch they muſt, 

And ſearch they would, and her the firſt. 

That then the Priſ ner dropp'd her Anger, 

And faid, ſhe hop'd they would not hang her, 
That all ſhe did was meant in Jeſt, 

And there the Heart was, and the reſt. 

That then the Dean cry'd out, O fye ! 

And ſent in Haſte for Juſtice /---, | 

Who, though he knew her Friends, and pity'd her, 

Call'd her hard Names, and ſo committed her. 

The Parties preſent ſwore the ſame ; 

And Fanny ſaid, the Priſ'ner's Name 

Had frighten'd all the Country round, 

And glad ſhe was the Bill was found. ; 

She knew a Man, who knew another, 

Who knew the very Party's Brother, 
Who loſt his Heart by mere Surprize, 
One Morning looking at her Eyes; 
And others had been known to ſqueak, 
Who only chanc'd to hear her ſpeak : 


For 
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For ſhe had Words of ſuch a Sort, 
That though ſhe knew no Reaſon for't, 
Would make a Man of Senſe run mad, 
And rifle him of all he had; 
And that ſhe'd rob the whole Community, 
If ever ſhe had Opportunity. 
The Priſner now firſt Silence broke, 
And curtſy d round her as ſhe ſpoke. 
She own'd, ſhe ſaid, it much incens'd her, 
To hear ſuch Matters ſworn againſt her, 
But that ſhe hop'd to keep her Temper, 
And prove herſelf eadem ſemper. 
That what the Proſecutor ſwore 
Was ſome part true, and ſome part more; 
He own'd ſhe had been often ſeen with him, 
And laugh'd and chatted on the Green with him : 
The Fellow ſeem'd to have Humanity, 
And told her Tales that ſooth'd her Vanity, 
Pretending that he lov'd her vaſtly, 
And that all Women elſe look'd ghaſtly. 
But then ſhe hop'd the Court would think 
She never was inclin'd to drink, 
Or ſuffer Hands like his to daub her, or 
Encou Men to kiſs and ſlobber her; 
She'd back Folks know ſhe did not love it, 
Or if ſhe did, ſhe was above it. 
But this, ſhe ſaid, was ſworn of courſe, 
To prove her giddy, and then worſe ; 
As ſhe whoſe Conduct was thought levis, 
Might very well be reckon'd thieviſh, : 
C 3 She 
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She hop'd, ſhe ſaid, the Court's Diſcerning 
Would pay ſome Honour to her Learning, 
For every Day from Four to paſt Six, 

She went up-Stairs, and read the Claſſics. 
Thus having clear'd herſelf of Levity, 

The reſt, ſhe ſaid, would come with Brevity. 
And firſt, it injur d not her Honour, 

To own the Heart was found upon her; 

For ſhe could prove, and did aver, | 
The paultry Thing belong'd to her: 

The Fact was thus. This Prince of Knaves 
Was once the humbleſt of her Slaves, 

And often had confeſs'd the Dart 

Her Eyes had lodg'd within his Heart : 

That ſhe, as twas her conſtant Faſhion, 
Made great Diverſion of his Paffion; 
Which ſet his Blood in ſuch a Ferment, 
As ſeem'd to threaten his Interment : 
That then ſhe was afraid of loſing him, 
And ſo deſiſted from abufing him; 

And often came and felt his Pulſe, 

And did him write to Doctor Hulſe. 
The Proſecutor thank'd her kindly, 
And ſigh'd and faid, ſhe look d divinely ⁊ 
But told her that his Heart was burſting, 
And Doctors he had little truſt in; 

He therefore begg'd her to accept it, 


— 


And hop'd twould mend, if once ſhe kept it. 


That having no Averſion to it, 
She ſaid, with all her Soul, ſhe d do it; 


But 


—— _ =_ = 


Or that ſhe'd 
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But then ſhe begg'd him to remember, 
If he ſhould need it in December, | 
(For Winter Months, would make Folks ſhiver, 
Who wanted either Heart or Liver) 
It never could return ; and added, 
'T was her's for Life, if once ſhe had jt. 
The Proſecutor ſaid, Amen, 
And that he wiſh'd it not again, 
And took-it from his Breaſt and gave her, 
And bow'd, and thank'd her for the Favour ; 
But begg'd the Thing might not be ſpoke of, 


As heartleſs Men were made a Joke of. 


That next Day, whiſp'ring him about it, 

And aſking how he felt without it, 

He figh'd, and cry'd alack l alack! 

And begg d, and pray d to have it back; 

give him her's inſtead on't, 

But ſhe conceiy'd there was no need on't, 

And ſaid, and bid him make no Pother, 

He ſhould have neither one nor t other. 

That then he rav'd and ſtorm'd like Fury, 

And faid that one was his de jure, 

And rather than he'd leave purſuing her, 

He'd ſwear a Robbery, and ruin her. 

That this was Truth ſhe did aver, 

Whatever Hap betided her ; 

Only that Mrs, P---, ſhe faid, - 

Miſs Y---, and her deluded Maid, 

And Lady Mary, and his Reverence, 

Were Folks, to whom ſhe paid ſome Deference, 
C 4 And 
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And that ſhe verily believ'd 

They were hot perjur'd, but deceiv'd. 

Then Doctor DE, begg'd Leave to ſpeak, 
And ſigh'd as if his Heart would break. 
He ſaid, that he was Madam's Surgeon, 

Or rather, as in Greek, Chirurgeon, 

From chier, manus, ergon, opus, 

(As Scope is from the Latin, ſcopus.) 


That he, he ſaid, had known the Priſoner 


From the firſt Sun that ever riſe on her ; 
And griev'd he was to ſee her there, 

But took upon himſelf to ſwear, 

There was not to be found in Nature 


A ſweeter or a better Creature; : 
And if the King (God bleſs him) knew her, 


| He'd leave St. Zames's to get to her: 


But then as to the Fact in queſtion, 
He knew no more on't than Hephæſtion; 
It might be falſe, and might be true, 
And this, he faid, was all he knew. 
The Judge proceeded to the Charge, 
And gave the Evidence at large, 
But often caſt a Sheep's Eye at her, 
And ſtrove to mitigate the Matter, 
Pretending Facts were not fo clear, 
And Mercy ought to interfere, 
The Jury then withdrew a Moment, 
As if on weighty Points to comment, 
And right or wrong reſolv'd to fave her, 
They gave a Verdict in her Favour, 


The MiDniGHT STUDENT, Sc. 33 


But why or wherefore Things were ſo, 
It matters not for us to know : 
The Culprit, by Eſcape grown bold, 
Pilfers alike from young and old, 
The Country all around her teazes, 
And robs, or murders whom ſhe pleaſes. 


r 


The M1DNIGHT STUDENT, or, The 
CUuRATE's W1FE ſerv'd. 


'A TALE. 


O what you can, a Woman till 
(The Proverb'ſays) muſt have her Will, 
Or Fraud or Cunning will prevail, 
Where kind Entreaties ever fail. 
A Country Prieſt, of ſtudious Life, 
Juſt turn'd of thirty, took a Wife; 
The Girl full nineteen Vears had tarry'd, 
Too long, alas | before ſhe marry'd. 
The Nuptial-Day in Mirth was ſpent, 
At early Eve to Bed they went; 
He look'd next Morn' a little dull, 
She bluſh'd and ſimper'd like a Fool : 
Hence Phyſiognomiſts could tell, 
That, ſo far, Matters had gone well ; 
And ev'ry Day and ev'ry Night, 
All, for a Month, went pretty right. 
Cs From 
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From that Time, Matrons give Report, 
Things ſeem'd a little out of Sort; 
Whene'er, amongſt Tea-Table Chat, 


Her Neighbours talk d of this and that, | 
She brought it lily round about, | 


Her Spouſe's foible ſhould come out; | 
What pretty Woman could endure it, | 
From ſuch a handſome, jolly Curate ? 


To love her cloſe for e'er, the preſt him, 


And Morning, Noon, and Night careſs d him: 
He told her often twas in vain 
To teize, for kiſſing hurt the Brain, 
Forbid to hug him like a Leach, 
For if he kiſs'd, he could not preach. 
As fond Endearments would not do, 
Another Way ſhe brought him #5 © | 
*Tis ſaid, the Parſon could indite | 
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His Sermons beſt, at dead of Night, 


And, when he us'd from Sleep to wake, 


Would give the Fair a roufing Shake, 


« Wife, I've a Thought exceeding bright! 

« Riſe, preſently, and flrike a Light.” | 
So ſaid, ſo done; whene er he bid it, 4 

Obediently, ſbe oſs and did it; 


| Lean'd at his Pillow with the Taper, 


While he committed Pen to Paper : 

Then both laid down; he took a Snore, 

And thought again, in half an Hour; 

Again, the Fair unſeals her Eyes, , | 
To gratify his Whim and riſe. | 


She mutters out, Excuſe me now; 
„ *Tis cold you're quite unkind, I vow.” 
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Did e' er before deſerving Beauty, 

Contented, drudge at ſuch hard Duty ? 

One Night he pull'd her by the Arm, 

And gave the uſual rude Alarm : 

She yawn'd and ſtretch d, . wake, wake my Dear, 
« (He cries I) why, ſure, you cannot hear ? ; 
She flings her Arm acroſs his Neck, 
And lays her Lips upon his Cheek ; 
Sighs deep; yet ſeems but half awake, 
Till pinch'd, and fo conſtrain'd to ſpeak, 


Aloud he bawls ; „ For half a Crown, 
« wou'dn't, Child, but ſet it down!” 
« La, La!” (ſhe anſwers) and, with that, 
She taps his Cheek a gentle Pat, 
] wont, unleſs you'll------ſo and fo.” 
« So! how? (he cries)-----<< Why, don't you 
know?“ 

« Piſh ! afterwards, perhaps I may.“ 
« But ft! Pooh! Huſſey, can't you ſtay?” 
She cuddles nearer to his Face, 
And warms the Clod with an Embrace ; | 
No longer, now, reſiſt he cou'd, ; 
Tho cold,he yet was Fleſh and Blood, | g 
And, therefore, did-----whate'er ſhe wou'd. 

She kept her Word, the Cafidle brought, 
But, then he had forgot his Thought : 
He ſhakes his Head ; proceeds to ſchooling, 


« You ſee, my Dove, what comes of fooling !--" 
« You 


| 
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She ſtops his Progreſs, «© Ay, my Dear; 

„ But next Time, we'll take better Care, 22 

Lou ſhall reveal your Thoughts to me, 0 

« And charge em to my Memory; 

II mind em, while we do that ſame, 

“ Or elſe be bound to bear the Blame.” 
In vain he ply'd the female Fox 

With Reaſons ſtrongly orthordox ; 

She prov'd, what Acts of married Life . 

Were orthodox in Man and Wife : 

The Parſon in the Strife was foil'd, 1 

And ſoon the Dame was big with Child. 
This teaches Neighbour, Friend and Brother, 
That one good Turn deſerves another. 
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Swir r's Perfes on bis own Death. 


8 ault his Maxims drew | 

From Nature, I believe em true: 5 

They argue no corrupted Mind 

In tim: The Fault is in Mankind, +: 
This Maxim more than all the reſt 

Is thought too baſe for human Breaſt : 

« In all Diſtreſſes of our Friends 

« We firſt conſult out private Ends: 

„ While Nature, kindly bent to eaſe us, 

Points out ſome Circumſtance to pleaſe us.” 


i 
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If this perhaps your Patience move, 
Let Reaſon and Experience prove. 

We all behold with envious Eyes 
Our Equal rais'd above our Size. 

I love my Friend as well as you: 

But why ſhould he obſtrut my View * 
Then let me have the higher Poſt; 
Suppoſe it but an Inch at moſt. 

If in a Battle you ſhould find 

One, whom you love of all Mankind, 
Had ſome heroick Action done, 

A Champion kill'd, or Trophy won; 
Rather than thus be overtopt, 

Wou'd you not wiſh his Laurels cropt ? 
Dear honeſt Ned is in the Gout, 

Lies rack'd with Pain, and you without : 
How patiently you hear him groan ! 
How glad the Caſe is not your own ! 

What Poet would not mourn to ſee 
His Brother write as well as he ? 

But rather than they ſhould excell, 
He'd wiſh his Rivals all in Hell. 

Her End when Emulation miſſes, 
She turns to Envy, Stings, and Hiſſes: 
The ftrongeſt Friendſhip yields to Pride, 
Unleſs the Odds be on our Side. 

Vain human kind! fantaſtick Race 
Thy various Follies who can trace ? 


Self- 
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Self-love, Ambition, Envy, Pride, 
Their Empire in our Hearts divide. 
Give others Riches, Power, and Station : 
_ *Tis all on me an Uſurpation. | 
J have no Title to aſpire, 
Yet when you fink, I ſeem the higher. 
But with a Sigh I wiſh it mine: 
When he can in one Couplet fix 
More Senſe, than I can do in fox, 
It gives me ſuch a jealous Fit, 
I cry, Pox take him and his Wit. 
I grieve to be out-done by Gay 
In my own humorous biting Way. 
Arbuthnot is no more my Friend, 
Who dares to Irony pretend ; 
Which I was born to introduce ; 
Refin'd it firſt, and ſhew'd its Uſe. 
St. John, as well as Pultney, knows 
That I had ſome Repute for Proſe ; 
And, till they drove me out of Date, 
Could maul a Minifter of State. 
If they have mortify'd my Pride, 
And 4 me throw my Pen aſide; 
If with ſuch Talents Heav'n hath bleſt em; 
Have I not Reaſon to deteſt em? | 
To all my Foes dear Fortune ſend 
Thy Gifts, but never to my Friend : 
I tamely can endure the firſt ; 
But this with Envy makes me durſt. 
Thus 
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Thus much may ſerve by way of Proem ; 
Proceed we therefore to our Poem. 
The Time is not remote, when I 
Muſt by the Courſe of Nature die; 
When I foreſee, my ſpecial Friends 
Will try to find their private Ends: 
And tho? tis hardly underſtood, 
Which way my Death can do them good; 
Yet thus, methinks, I hear them ſpeak : 
See, how the Dean begins to break ! 
Poor Gentleman! he droops apace ; 
You plainly find it in his Face. 
That old Vertigo in his Head : 
Will never leave him, till he's dead. 
Beſides, his Memory decays : 
He recolleQs not what he ſays : 
He cannot call his Friends to mind : 
Forgets the Place, where laſt he din'd : 
Plies you with Stories o'er and o'er; 
He told em fifty Times before. 
How does he fancy, we can fit 
To hear his out-of-faſhion Wit? 
But he takes up with younger Folks, 
Who, for his Wine, will bear his Jokes. 
Faith, he maſt make his Stories ſhorter, 
Or change his Comrades once a Quarter : 
In half the Time, he talks them round ; 
There muſt another Set be found. 
For Poetry, he's paſt his Prime; 
He takes an Hour to find a Rhime ; 


His 
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His Fire is out, his Wit decay d, 

His Fancy ſunk, his Muſe 2 Jade. 

T'd have him throw away his Pen; 

But there's no talking to ſome Men 

And then, their Tenderneſs appears, 

By adding largely to my Years : 

He's older than he would be reckon'd, 

And well remembers Charles the Second. 
He hardly drinks a Pint of Wine ; 

And that, I doubt, is no good Sign. 

His Stomach too begins to fail : 

Laſt Year we thought him ſtrong and bale; 
But now he's quite another Thing; 

I wiſh he may hold out till Spring. 

Then hug themſelves, and reaſon thus: 

It is not yet ſo bad with us. 

In ſuch a Caſe they talk in Tropes; 
And by their Fears expreſs their Hopes. 
Some great Misfortune to portend, 

No Enemy can match a Friend. 

With all the Kindneſs they profeſs 

The Merit of a lucky Gueſs. TY 
When daily Howd'y's come of Courſe, - 
And'Servants anſwer, „ worſe and worſe !” 
Wou'd pleaſe em better, than to tell, 
That, God be prais'd, the Dean is well. 
Then He, who propheſy'd the beſt, 
Approves the Judgment to the reſt : 
« You know, I always fear'd the worſt, 
« And often told you ſo at frſt.” 
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He'd rather chuſe that I ſhould die, 
Than his Prediction prove a Lie. 
Not one foretels, I ſhall recover; 
But all agree to give me over. 
Yet ſhould ſome Neighbour feel a Pain 
Juſt in the Parts where I complain ; 
How many a Meſſage would he ſend ! 
What hearty Prayers, that I ſhould mend ! 
Enquire what Regimen I kept ; | 
What gave me Eaſe, and how I ſlept: 
And-more lament when I was dead, 
Than all the Snivelers round my Bed. 
My good Companions, never fear ; 
For, though you may miſtake a Year, 
Though your Prognoſtics run too faſt, 
They muſt be verify d at laſt. | 
Behold the fatal Day arrive 
How is the Dean ? he's juſt alive. 
Now the departing Pray'r is read: 
He hardly breathes. The Dean is dead. 
Before the Pafling-Bell begun, 
The News thro” half the Town has run. 
Oh! may we all for Death prepare 
What has he left? And who's his Heir ? 
I know no more, than what the News is ; 
"Tis all bequeath'd to publick Uſes. 
To publick Uſes !] there's a Whim 1 -- 
What had the Publick done for him ? 
Mere Envy, Avarice, and Pride : 
He gave it all, but firſt he dy'd. 
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And had the Dean in all the Nation 
No worthy Friend, no poor Relation ? 
So ready to do Strangers Good, 
Forgetting his own Fleſh and Blood ! 
Now Grub/treet Wits are all employ'd ; 


With Elegies the Town is cloy'd : 


Some Paragraph in ev'ry Paper 
To curſe the Dean, or bleſs the Drapier. 


The Doctors, tender of their Fame, 


Wiſely on me lay all the Blame. 

We muſt confeſs his Caſe was nice; 
But he would never take Advice : 
Had he been rul'd, for ought appears, 
He might have liv'd theſe twenty Years : 


For, when we open'd him, we found, 


That all his vital Parts were ſound. 


From Dublin ſoon to London ſpread, 
Tis told at Court, the Dean is dead. 
And Lady Sin the Spleen, _ 
Runs laughing up to tell the . 
The ** fo gracious, mild and good, 
Cries, Is he gone ! tis time he ſhou'd. 
. 
40 * * * * * | 
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Now Chartres, at ------ Levee, 
Tells with a Sneer the Tidings heavy : 
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Why, if he dy'd without his Shoes, 
(Cries ) I'm forry for the News: 
Oh, were the Wretch but living ſtill, 


And in his Place m 2 Will ! 
Or had a Mitre on 


Provided Bolingbroke were pol ! 

Now Curl his Shop from Rubbiſh drains : 
Three genuine Tomes of Swifts Remains 
And then to make them paſs the glibber, 
Revis'd by Tibbalds, Moore and Cibber. 
He'll treat me, as he does my Betters, 
Publiſh my Will, my Life, my Letters : 
Revive the Libels born to die; | 
Which Pepe muſt bear, as well as 1. 

Here ſhift the Scene, to repreſent 
How thoſe I love my Death lament. 
Poor Pope will grieve a Month, and Gay 
A Week, and Arbuthnot a Day. 

St. John himſelf will ſcarce forbear 
To bite his Pen, and drop a Tear. 

The reſt will give a Shrug, and cry, 

« Im ſorry, but we all muſtdie !” 
Indiff rence clad in Wiſdom's Guiſe 
All Fortitude of Mind ſupplies : 

For how can ſtony Bowels melt 

In thoſe, who never Pity felt ? 

When we are laſht, they kiſs the Rod, 
Reſigning to the Will of God. 

The Fools, my Juniors by a Year, 
Are tortur d with Suſpence and Fear; 


Whe 


| 
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Who wiſely thought my Age a Screen, 
When Death approach'd, to ſtand between; 
The Screen remov'd, their Hearts are trembling : 
They mourn for me without diſſembling. 

My female Friends, whoſe tender Hearts, 


Have better learn'd. to act their Parts, 


Receive the News in doleful Dumps : 
« The Dean is dead (pray what is Trumps 7) 


„ Then, Lord, have Mercy on his Soul! 


& (Ladies, I'll venture for the Vole) 

4 Six Deans, they ſay, muſt bear the Pall. 
« (I wiſh I knew what King to call.) 

« Madam, your Huſband will attend 

% The Fun'ral of ſo good a Friend. 

«© No, Madam, tis a ſhocking Sight; 

« And he's engag d To-morrow Night: 
«© My Lady Club will take it ill, 

« Tf he ſhou'd fail her at Quadrill, 

« He lov'd the Dean; (I lead a Heart) 

* But deareſt Friends, they ſay, muſt part. 
« His Time was come, he ran his Race ; 

« We hope he's in a better Place, _ ; 
Why do we grieve, that Friends ſhould die ? 
No Loſs more eaſy to ſupply. 

One Year is paſt; a different Scene 

No farther mention of the Dean : 

Who now, alas! no more is miſt, 

Than if he never did exiſt. 

Where's now the Favorite of Apollo ? = 
Departed: - And bis Works muſt follow : * 1 


Swir r' Verſes on his own Death. 


Muſt undergo the common Fate ; 
His kind of Wit is out of Date. 

Some Country 'Squire to Lintot goes, 
Enquires for 80%. in Verſe and Proſe, 
Says Lintot, I have heard the Name; 6; 
« He dy'd a Year ago. The ſame, | LE 
He ſearches all the Shop in vain. by 


1 
Sir, you may find them in Duck- Lane. | 1 
<< I ſent them with a Load of Books Z| 
« Laſt Monday to the Paſtry Cooks, Y 


To fancy, they could live a Year! 
I find, you're but a Stranger here. 

« The Dean was famous in his Time, 
« And had a kind of Knack at Rhime : 
« His way of Writing now is paſt : 

«© The Town has got a better Taſte. i 
4 keep no antiquated Stuff, 

«© But Spick and Span I have enough. | 
Pray, do but give me Leave toſhew em: 
« Here's Colley Cibber's Birth-day Poem. 

«© This Ode you never yet have ſeen 

4 By Stephen Duck upon the Queen. 

«« Then, here's a Letter finely pen'd 

% Apainſt the Craftſmanand his Friend: 
It clearly ſhews, that all Reflection 

« On Miniſters is Diſ- affection. 

« Next, here's Sir Robert's Vindication, 

« And Mr, Henley's laſt Oration : 

4 The Hawkers have not got em yet: 
£ Your Honour pleaſe to buy a Sett ? 


Suppoſe 
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Suppoſe me dead ; and then ſuppoſe 
A Club aſſembled at the Roſe: 
Where, from Diſcourſe of this and that, 
J grow the Subject of their Chat: 
The Dean, if we believe Report, 
Was never ill receiv'd at Court. 
_ Altho'iro ironically grave, 
He ſham'd the Fool, and laſh'd the Knave. 
« Sir, I have heard another Story ; 
« He was a moſt confounded Tory; 
And grew, or he is much bely'd, 
« Extremel 7 dull before he dy d. L 
Can we = Drapier e er forget? 
Is not our Nation in his Debt? 

*T was he that writ the Drapier s Letters 
« He ſhou'd have left them for his Betters - 
« We had a hundred abler Men, 
4 Nor need depend upon his Pen- 

c Say what you will about his reading, 

« You never can defend his Breeding : b 

40 Who, in his Satyrs running riot, 

ce Could never leave the Warld in quiet==== ; 
- « Attacking, when he took the V bim, 

4 Court, City, Camp; all one to him. 
„ But, why wou'd he, except he ſobber d, 
« Offend our Patriot, Great Sir R---- ? 

« Whoſe. Councils aid the Sov'reign Pow'r 
« To ſave the Nation ev'ry Hour. 

«© What Scenes of Evil he unravels, 


« In Sars, Libels, Lying Trauen ! 


« Not 
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« Not ſparing his own Clergy-Cloth, 
« But, eats into it like a Moth 

Perhaps I may allow, the Dean, 
Had too much Satyr in his Vein; 

And ſeem'd determin'd not to ſtarve it, 
Becauſe no Age could more deſerve it. 
Vice, if it e' er can be abaſh'd, 

Muſt be or RidicuPd, or Laſb d. 

If you reſent it, who's to blame ? 

He neither knew You, nor your Name. 
Should Vice expect to ſcape Rebuke, 
Becauſe its Owner is a Duke ? | 
His Friendſhips, ſtill to few confin'd, 
Were always of the middling Kind : 
No Fools of Rank, or Mongrel Breed, 
Who fain wou'd paſs for Lords indeed, 
Where Titles give no Right or Power, 
And Peerage is a wither'd Flower. 
He wou'd have deem'd it a Diſgrace, 
If ſuch a Wretch had known his Face. 
He never thought an Honour done him, 
Becauſe a Peer was proud to own him : 
Wou' d rather lip aſide, and chooſe 
To talk with Wits in dirty Shoes ; 
And ſcorn the Tools with Stars and Garters, 
So often ſeen careſſing Chartres. 

He kept with Princes due Decorum ; 
Yet never ſtood in Awe. before em. 
He follow'd David's Leſſon juſt ; 

In Princes never put his Truft : 
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And, would you make him truly ſower, 
Provoke him with a Slave in Power, 
Alas, poor Dean his only Scope 

% Was to be held a M tanthrope. 

This into gen'ral Odium drew him, 
„Which if he lik'd, much Good may do him! 
« His Zeal was not to laſh our Crimes, 
| « But, Diſcontent againſt the Times: 
| « For, had we made him t:mely Offers £ 
| „ To raiſe his Poft, or fill his Coffers, 


| 
z! 


Perhaps he might have truckled down, 
| « Like other Brethren of his Gown : 
| c For Party he would ſcarce have bled----; 

<« I fay no more, becauſe he's dead----. 

«© What Writings has he left behind---- ?” 

I hear, they're of a different kind: 

A few, in Verſe; but moſt, in Proſe----, 

6 Some high flown P amphlets, 1 ſuppoſe---- : 

« All ſcribbled in the wort of Times, 

« To palkate his Friend Oxford's Crimes, 

To praiſe Queen Anne, nay more, ns 2 

« As never fav ring the Pretender----; | 

| « Or Libels yet conceal'd from Light: 1 . 

6.0 Againſt the Court to ſhew his Spight ; | 

ce Perhaps, his Travels, Part the Third, 

« A Lye, at ev'ry ſecond Word: 

« Offenſive to a Loyal Ear----; 

«© But----ot one Sermon, you may ſwear,” ---- 

As for his Werks, in Verſe or Proſe, 


* 
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| Lonn myſelf no Judge of thoſe. | 


Nor 
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Nor can I tell, what Criticks thought em; 
But this I know, all People bought em, 

As with a moral View deſign'd, 

To pleaſe, and to reform Mankind ! 

And, if he often miſs d his Aim, | 
The World muſt own it, to their Shame, 
The Praiſe is His,” and Theirs the Blame. 
He gave the little Wealth he had, 

To build a Houſe for Fools and Mad; 
To ſhew, by one Satyrie Touch, 

No Nation wanted it ſo much : 

And ſince you dread no farther Laſhes, 1 
Methinks you may forgive his Aſhes. 
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A DIALOGUE, 


N -new Straw Hats, and cleaneſt Gowns, 
A Crowd of Laſſes with their Clowns, 
Who alſo (as they thought) well dreſt, 
Were in their neweſt, and their beſt, 
But aukward in their Clothes and Gaits, 
The Gloſs upon their Coats and __ 
Looking, whenever ſtill they ſtood, 
Like clumſy Figures carv'd in Wood: ; 
From ſeeing Shews, and drinking Ale, 
And: gnawing Gingerbread quite ale, 
Vor. II. a, D From 
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From buying Topknots, Buckles, Rings, 
Drums, Babies, Rattles, and ſuch Things ; 


At Night as to their Homes they walk'd, 
*T'was thus they play'd, and thus they talk'd. 


Tom. Well overtaken, How do ye do ? 


And how ist Hurry? How is't Sue ? 


Suſan. I thank you Thomas----How do you? 


What ----I ſuppoſe you've been at Fair ? 


Tom. Ves, and I've fold the old grey Mare. 
Harry. Good lack! and pray what mought 
ſhe bring | 
Tm. Why----Three Pound ten, or ſome ſuch _ 
Thing. 
Hog Fleſh was mighty dear to Day: : 
Lheard old Richard Harrow ſay 


| (As he ſtood chewing of ſome Figs) 


He'd bought a Sow, and ſeven Pigs ;. 
And what d'you think he gave the Chap ? 
. Why---- 
I car't ſay what---- Two Pound may hap. 
Tom. Two Guineas, and a Pint of Beer: 
Harry. Nay then they are confounded dear. | 
Dom. What, ----You have been at Fair too 
Moly? | 


And how does little pretty Dolly ? 


Dol. Let me alone - - don't be ſo teazing; 
You're always rumpling one, and ſqueezing. 
Jobn. At her again Tom, never mind her L 
Til have at Suſan here behind her. 
| Suſan, - 
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Suſan. Be quiet -I ne'er ſaw ſuch Loobies, 
They're always feeling of one's Bubbies. 

Harry. Nay---now if you're at this Vagary, 

I'll en have one fly Bout with Mary, 

Mary. Pſhaw-----Piſh-----You're all grown 
perfect Goats; 

Don't thruſt your Hand ſo up my AY 
Tom, Did you ſee Patty with her Belly ? 
Suſan. Ah ſhe's a good one, let me tell ye. 
Dol. Why,-----ſure ſhe can't have long to 

. ? : 

Mary. Ne t tell that, but this I know, 

To-Day ſhe was at Puppet-Show 

With Wilkam, whom, I think, ſhe'd rather 

Of the two to be the Father; 

Tho' at the Juſtice's, I learn, 

She ſwore Ned got it in a Barn : 

Poor Fellow, he is like to pay. 

Suſan, Is't true? -I heard our Gammer ſay, 

That Robin Spade was run away. 

Tom. He dud----but now he's out of Pain 

She ſwearing ſo, he's come again. 

Dal. I vow I'm ſorry for poor Ned, 
An honeſt Man as e'er broke Bread. 
Mary. Pooh-- -Lord-- <nay---e now, prithee 


arry, 
Can't you be eaſy till you marry ?. 2 
Harry. Vou're juſt like any Girl at School. | 
Mary. Your re always 1 of the Fool. 
by 5 2 _ 
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| Del. 1 met to Day with a Miſhap, 
| I'd bought an Edging for.a Cap, 

And put it in my Boſom ſafe, 
| When on a ſudden up comes Ralph ; 

1 Who ſays, I'm glad to ſee thee Dolly, | 
| Did you meet any where with Maly? a = 

No, ſays I, Ralph -I cannot tell, | 
Is n't ſhe, yonder at the Bell? 
So Þ 


* „„ 2 - 


I fays no more, but went my W ay, 
And faw the Folks at Cudgel play ; 
I ſtood there about half an Hour--- 
Mayhap it mought be ſomewhat more : 
Who ſhould ſtand by me, but our Nan; 
When up there Comes a handſome Man, 

* A lovelier, jollier Man, I fay, | 
One ſhall not ſee in Summers Day; 
He looks hard at us---by and by, 
He comes and ſtands twixt Nan and I, 
Sol 
While Ben at Cudgel Play was beat n, 
Stood cracking Nuts, and ſtaring at 'n: 
He whips his Hand quite round m 2 2 | 
Then kiſs'd my, Lips, and held me faſt : 
I being in this ugly Caſe, 
Hit him a deuced Slap o'th' Face. 
With that the ſtaring, gaping Crowd, 
All clapp'd their Hands, and laugh'd aloud ; 
He then did ſoon let go his Hold, 
But was ſo impudent and bold, 


To 


* 
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To thruſt his Hand quite down my Stays ; | 
He ſmil'd, and then he went his Ways. 

Suſan, Let me alone, Jar---prithee will ye. 
Don't pull me ſo----dor't be ſo filly. 
Dol. And fo as I before was ſaying, 
They had no ſooner done their playing, 
Who ſhou'd I meet but Betty Haycoct, 
Walking about with Patty Laycock. 
Mary. Be quiet, can't you? How you - 
ha « 


| ; 


Harry. Lord a Mercy, how you bawl ! 
One cannot touch you, but you ſquaw l. 


Del. Now 
I thought no more on't, no, not I, 


Than of the Hour J was to die. 


So, fays I, Betty how does Daddy ? 
And how does Patty's dear ſweet Baby ? 
Says Pat, I left my little Bobby, | 
Riding about upon his Hobby. 
Oh Dear, fays I, ene! 
And does he now begin to talk ? 

Says Pat, he often cries out, ah ! 
Stretches his Hands, and ſays, Dadda 
Says I, ee 

I fwear it is a lovely Boy 
Pray what's ber of Bey dug F ; 


Says Pat, what, is not that yet khown ? | 

On Dear, ſhe's had a littte one. 

I being but her next Door Neighbour, 

87 | 
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When all was over I was glad, 
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For 'twas a grievous Time ſhe had; a 
Indeed ſhe was moſt piteous bad. 

And-Lord, ſays I, what Pity tis! 

But what does Gaffer fay to this? 

Says Pat, he ſwears Will ſhall be found, 

If any where above the Ground; 


For as to Baſtards, he'll keep none, 
That are not prov'd to be his own. 
You know that Joan will marry Peter: 
Indeed, ſays I, ſhe can't do better; 


He'll have, as ſure as this is Ground, 

His Mother's Goods, and twenty Pound, 
Beſides the Houſe quite free from Rent, 
Which is a pretty Settlement. 

And how does Furrow ?--- Furrow P----Well. 
They ſay he's near, tho' I can't tell ; 

But he's, I know, upon the Whole, 


A chearful, merry, good old Soul. 


Suſan. One can't be eaſy, that one can't, 
Lord Fohn / be quiet then you ſhan't. 
Dol. Wande Je ee 


Let her alone, Jan -prithee do. | | 1 


Suſan. I think he's grown a perfect Hog 

I'll break his Head, a naſty Dog: 

He's making rattling, filly Speeches, 

And puts my Hand into his Breeches. 
Dol. Don't, 7an— where was't I made an 

End ? | 

Oh! I was talking with my Friend. 
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So, ſays ſhe, Dick has ta'en a Trade; 
He's left off hedging, and the Spade. 
Says I, oh ! now you talk of Hedging, 

I bought to Day the prettieſt Edging---- 
With that I put my Hand in Haſte 
Into my Stays, quite to my Waift ; 

I feels my Pockets, ſhakes my Clothes, 
But where twas gone, old Harry knows. 
Now ſuch a Thing, you know, one daſhes, 
I'm ſure I look'd as pale as Aſhes. 

. Says I, let's think where I have been, 

Who is't to Day that I have ſeen ? 

Thinks I, tis gone, that's a plain Caſe, 


Sure Thomas wou'd not be ſo baſe ! 
No, he'd his Hand at t'other Place. 

William was rude---but twas in Jeſt, 
Beſides, he only felt my Breaſt: 
Wasn't Ber ?---ay---that I doubt me; 
His Hands were creeping all about me; 
'Tho't can't be him, for all Folks ſay, 
He's true, and honeſt as the Day. 

Suſan. Well 

As I hope to be ſavd then you 


Jabn. Now why ſo loud? What is't I do? 
Dol. Don't ſhriek fo, prithee lett'n Sue. 
Suſan. You don't know what he's at, I tell ye, 

He's got his Hand upon my Belly. 

Dal. So thinking upon one and t'other, 
Of James, and Bob, and Salh's Brother, 
D 4 | At 
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| You woud'n't ſurely be my Ruin ? 
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At laſt I feels a Smart and Itching, 


Juſt where that Raſcal had been twitching ; 
I mean that luſty, handſome Man, 
Who ſtood ſometime twixt me and Nan: 


As ſure as that nine Loaves are Bread; 
PII forfeit elſe my Maidenhead. 


I then cries out, tis he egad, | | 


At this Concluſion all the Reſt 


Ser. and laugh d at ſuch a Jeſt. 
It now was late, the Night was fine, 


[ The Ground Was dry, the Moon did ſhine, | 


Swinging their Arms, in Haſte they walk, 
Some ſing, ſome ſqueak, and others talk. 
$0 taken up, they did not mind 

That John and Suſan lagg d behind; 


Who both fell to it, nothing fearing ; | 
©: The-reſt be ng gone quite out of hearing : * 


aun Was Fo d to have 2 Bout, 


d a Cry out. A 
- Suſan, Nay, fie now Jan, what is band * 
Jahn. Lie down my Girl, the Ground is clean. 
Suſan. You're drunk I b'lieve, Ry 


grown ? 
You lan v for all you've. got me down. | 
Pit ſcratch you, that I will---ob Lord ! 
John, Now hold your Tongue----don't ſpeak 
a Ward. 
Suſan, Good God!] what Miſchief are 12 
brewing ? a 


Nay, 
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Nay, dear now, do not Fan, I begs ; 
What is't you've got between my Legs ? 
Oh! 1 

Jahn. Do not fear it. 

Suſan. I am not able, oh !---to bear it. 
You ſtifle me, Im out of Breath; 
You ſqueeze a Body quite to Death. 
John. Lie ſtill men, and heave up your Bum: 
Why don't you cloſer to me come? 

Suſan, 1 


I am as cloſe as e er I can 
| Now ſhould you prove falſe to me Fan ?—— 3 
Make Haſte, ſuppoſe we ſhould be found 


In this ſame Poſture on the Ground ? 

Oh!] now ---- my Dear come cloſe ---- my 
e 
Oh Lord | ---- you kill NOT NS" 


--=- Pleaſure. 
The Lovers lay a-while quite huſh'd, 
Then roſe, Jobm grinn'd, and Suſan bluſh'd, 
She puts to Rights her Clothes, and Cap, 
Not thinking of an After-clap ; = 
For when he laid her on the Green, 
Twas in a Place that was not clean; 
So in the doing of the Knack, 
She'd got a Cow-turd on her Back. 

John button'd up, and wip'd his Face, 
Which done, they both ſtrode on a-Pace ; 
They trudge along, ſuch Haſte they _— 
That ſoon the reſt they overtake. 
q D 5 8 
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To ſee the Moon there dance a little. 
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So when they were together met, 
Seeing them both in ſuch a Sweat, g 
Their Shouting I ſhall ne'er forget. | 

But when they ſaw the ſheepiſh Lout-herd, 
And Suſan's Back bedaub'd with Cow-turd, 


Their Laugh was louder than at firſt, 


I thought indeed they wou'd have burſt. 


They held their Sides at ſuch a Sight, 
Nor cou'd they hold themſelves upright ; 


But ſtoop'd, and when they would have ſpoke, 


A loud Horſe-Laugh their Words did choak. 
But when they'd finiſh'd this Uproar, 
And laugh'd until their Sides were ſore, 


Each one had ſomething ſmart to ſay, 
And thus they chat, and keep their Way. 


Harry. Why Fan---thou look'R a little blue. 
Mary. Ay, by my Troth---and ſo does Sue. 
Methought they ſtaid a plaguy while--- 
Dol. Jan help'd her over yonder Style. 
Mary. I'm ſure we've walk'd ſince that a 
Suſan. Nay, Miſtreſs Mary, you have need, 
Of all Folks, make this Rout, indeed! 


Who ſtaid ?---And what was there the Matter, 
Where Harry was a making Water? 

Now Jan and I are not ſo fond, 

We only ſtaid at that ſame Pond, 

That lies on this Side o' th' Spittle, 


Pray hold your Tongue, and don't you chatter, 7 


Tom, 


* 
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Tom. Sue lay there on her Back, no doubt, 
To ſee the Moon pop in and out. 

Suſan, Why how now, you pert, ſaucy Fack ? 
Pray what's the Matter with my Back ? | 

Harry. Y our Back ?----look here, upon my 

Word, 5 

'Tis quite all over Dirt and Turd. 
At this they turn her round about, 
And then they give another Shout, 

Suſan, Now look you Jan, why now you * 5 
I aid, I did fo, how 'twould be; 
The Fool mought eaſily have known, 
That he would daub and ſpoil my Gown 7 
For teizing me, I pray d'n for Love, 
With that I gav'n a great Shove; 
So down he falls, away runs I, 
Says he, I'll catch you by and by: 
Do if you can, ſays I,. then he 
Flings a great Cow-chip after me, 
Which being ſomething wet came ſpat, 
And eg. upon my Shoulder flat: 
Says I 
How can ſuch Things your Fancy tickle ? 
You'll make me in a pretty Pickle : 
* preſently ſowſe comes another, 

ich ſtuck, as I ſuppoſe, by Cother.. 

And ſo you have it now all out: 
A ee Thing to cauſe this Rout ! 
This ſaid, ſhe ſobb'd, and wip'd.an Eye, 


And fetch d a Sigh, and feign'd «Cry. 


The 
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The Country Girl, the City Dame, | 
Are both alike, -they're both the ſame. 


For Woman ſtill will do the Feat: 
She's all a Lie, ſhe's all a Cheat. 


She'll ſay ſpe's not fo weak and frail, 

Neve Minute ſhe'll turn up her Tail; 

Then to the next that aſks, forbid it, 

And ſay, and ſwear ſhe never did it: 

For when ſhe once is enter'd in, 

She'H ſwear, and lie thro* thick and thin. 
But now the Village is in Sight, 

Where they muſt quickly bid good Night. 

A Brook they paſs, with Weeds quite rat k, 

With Willows growing on its Bank; 

Now on the Bridge the Men begin 

To play, and puſh each other in; 

One falls, and pulls another after, 

The reſt are dead almoft with Laughter : 

They're in a Mead, they oe the Houſes, 


Some lug along their weary E ral 
hollow, 


3 Some go before and hoop, 


Others with ſucking Children follow ; 

One ſhoves and puſhes gainſt the other, 
So tumble over one another : | 
Some talk, ſome play, ſome kiſs, ſome ſquabble, 
Some run, ſome walk, while others hobble ; ; 
Dogs bark, Hens Se, Turkies gobble : 
They're got by this, one learns, 
T balchd Houſes, 6 tra NP and * 
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And now their Day of Pleaſure's paſt, 
e' en have brought them Home at laſt. 

Suſan ſhe halts behind ſome Trees, 
And gives John's Hand a gentle Squeeze; 
One takes a Hug, and Buſs at Parting, 
Another ſtretching, falls a farting : 
Some few among the reſt are miſſing, 
And thoſe behind old Oaks are piffing : | 
Each þids good-Night, and goes t his Cornge, | 
Where after eating Meſs of Pottage, 
Into their dirty Neſts they creep, 
And there they fall quite faſt aſleep. 
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From La FonTaine. 


N Days of Vore, as Authors ſay, 
There liv'd a Spark, for am'rous Play 
By Nature form'd, and well I ween, 
He beardleſs was, and ſcarce Fifteen, 
Which for his Purpoſe ſuited well, 
As preſently I mean to tell. 
With Nuns well-ſtock'd a Convent ood, 
Juſt @ propos, i'th* Neighbourhood ; | 
He oft had view'd with longing Eye, 
The holy Maids as he paſs'd by; 


Wou'd 
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The holy Siſters in Amaze, 
Did at it, as a Wonder gaze: 
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Wou'd ſometimes ſtop, and at the Grate 
To ſteal a Look, whole Hours wait. 

At length with dull Attendance tir'd, 
With want of Conſummation fir d, 

To gain his Point, at once he ventur'd, 


And in Diſguiſe the Convent enter'd : 
The Abbeſt took him for a Maid, 


Coletta, was his Name, he ſaid, 
And then with Rev'rence due he kiſs'd her, 


As might become a holy Siſter. 


Long had he not been there I truſt, 
O!] dire Diſgrace ! but out it muſt, 
*Ere Siſter Agnes had been playing ; 


- *T'were better far ſhe'd minded. praying. 


But fo it prov'd, and by it got---- 
Perhaps the Grave may aſk me what? 
And tell me, that I ſhou'd have ſaid, 

A woful Chance befel the Maid; 

For Agnes, ever counted chaſte, 

Grew wond”rous round about the Waiſt ; 
And in due Time, as it is ſaid, 

Of a young Thing was brought to Bed. 


As well they might, nor cou d ſuppoſe, 
From Earth, as Muſhrooms do, it roſe, 

Or Manna like, from Heav'n it fell, 

Such Miracles, they knew full well 

Were long Time ceas'd ; (tho' as they ſay, 
Their Prie/ts work Wonders to this Day.) "Op 
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So all determin'd Nemine Con, 

It never could come there alone. 
Beſides, if I may ſpeak the Truth, 

It much reſembled this our Youth. 

The 2 in a mighty Paſſion, 

(For Scolding then too was in faſhion) 

Vow'd Vengeance on the miſcreant Baſe, 
Who thus had ſcandaliz'd the Place, 

And then for ſundry, weighty Reaſons, 

Poor Siſter Agnes ſhe impriſons; 

Next how to.find the Father out,, 

Began to make a mighty Rout. 
The Houſe was guarded with ſuch Care, 
The Walls fo high, no Entrance there, 
The Nun, who kept the Tour, “ was old, 
And Proof againſt the Pow'r of Gold. 
Theſe Things premis'd, how it cou'd be 
She wond'red much, tho' certainly 
A Man there muſt be in Diſguiſe, 

The which he wore to ſcape Surprize ; 
Therefore at once the Truth to have, 
She to the Nuns this Order gave; ä 
« Strip every Maid ta. find this Dragon, 

Let not a Siſter have a Rag on.” 

How this Command perplex'd our Youth, 
Fearing thereby the naked Truth 
Muſt be found out, you all may gueſs, 
The more he rack'd his Brains, the leſs 


th 
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® The Tour, in the French Nunneries, is the Turning Box 


where Provifions and other Neceſlaries are taken in, 
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He thought it poſſible, that He - 
Shou'd e er eſcape the Place dear free; 
Until at length Neceſſity, 1 
The Mother of Invention ſhe, 
Aſſiſted him with a Device, 

To 'ſcape this Scrutiny ſo nice, 

And get clear off; it was to 
But gentle Reader, how ſhall I 
My Meaning modeſtly expreſs, 
| In Words fo clear that you thisy gueſs, 
At what he ty'd, ago nc 
How he contriv'd to fave his Bacon ? 
*T will be no eaſy Taſk I fear, | 
But faith PH try, fo take it here. 

Once on a Time, as it is ſaid, 
Our Bodies all were open made, 

And fo eontriv'd that eaſily, 
Whoever had a Mind, might ſee 

The various Things that each contain'd, 
Whoſe Heart was with Diſhonour ſtain'd, 
Or with Deceit and Flatt'ry dreft, 

For all was then fo clear expreſt, 
One might diſcern with half an Eye, 
If any dar'd to couch a Lye, 

And better had it been if ſtill, 

By Fates inexorable Will, 

Our Breaſts thus open, bad remain d; 
Then Friendſhip ne'er had been prophan'd, 
But every Falſehood clear diſplay d, 
. 14 
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Phyſicians too would find their End, ; 
It ſurely wou'd their Judgment mend, 

As then they'd eaſily perceive, 

What they were ſummon d to relieve, 
And not as now like Blindmen grope, 
Leaving their Patients void of Hope. 
Firſt one they poiſon, then anather, 
Reſolv'd their Want of Skill to ſmother ; 
Had Man but Windows in his Breaſt, 
He'd ſtand ſome better Chance at leaft, 
As they cou'd not ſo often fail 

In their Attempts----but to my Tale. 

The Females being moſt expos'd, | 
Begg'd that this Op'ning might be clos'd, 
Complaining that it was ſo wide, | 
They for their Souls cou'd nothing hide. 
Dame Nature then, our common Mother, 
 Contriv'd a Way to end this Pother, 

To both the Sexes ſhe beſtow'd 

A Lace, with which, theſe Gaps they ſow'd; 
The Women theirs too thick did ſtitch, 

And at the Bottom left a Nitch : 

The Men were alſo in the Wrong, 

For they-the Stitches made too long, 

And tid not all the Thong expend, 
But left a Piece at nether End. 
Now this is what the Youth did tie z. 
The Reaſon you may gueſs, for why. 
By this Device all ſeem'd fo flat, 

There was no Sign of you know what ; 
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But ſure the Thread had ne'er been able, 
(Were it compar'd in Strength to Cable, ) 

To keep confin'd that boiſt'rous Part, 

Some how or other it muſt ſtart. 

Had Saints, nay Angels, too been there, 

The Caſe had been the ſame I fear, 

When, to full View, each lov'ty Maid, 
Stood in her Birth-day Suit array d, 

With beauteous Shape and graceful Mien, 

As thoſe who wait on Cyprian Queen. 

The Abbeſs on her Noſe did wear, 

Of SpECTACLEs, a weighty Pair, 

For being old, they ſerv'd her now 

To ſearch the Matter thro* and thro”, 

Surrounded by her twenty Nuns, 

Whoſe fwellings Breaſts, like new croſs Buns, 

Or Bladders blown by dint of Wind, 

Luxuriant roſe; and you wou'd find, 

On them in fat, was Trial made, 

A Pea wou'd dance as on Drum-head. 

This put our Youth upon the Rack, 

For fear the ftrait-ty'd Strings ſhould crack ; 
And fo they did, for at one Bounce, 
Away it flew with mighty Flounce, 

As when a fiery Steed diſdains 
To bear the Yoke, and ſcorns the Reins, 

When once got looſe ; upright it roſe, 

And ſtruck the Abbeſs on the Noſe, - 

The SPECTACLES to th' Cieling threw ; 

And nigh o'erturn'd the Bearer too; ws. 
be | | J 
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Who you may think enrag'd at this, 
A Council calls, wherein it is, 
After Debate, by all agreed, 
With flogging this our Youth muſt bleed. 
This ſaid, they ſeiz'd the luckleſs Wight, 
And *gan to exerciſe their Spite ; 
They ty'd him to a Tree that grew, 
Within the Y ard, of mournful Yew. 
Then went to ſearch with Indignation, 
For Inſtruments of Flagellation. 
But Fortune, who the boldeſt favours, 
Blaſted at once their curſt Endeavours. 

A luſty Miller, on a Mule, 
Came riding in----they ſay no Fool. 
Cou'd play at Coits, and cudgel well, 
Would kiſs a Girl, but never tell. ; 

« Heyday ! ſays he, What have we here? 
« A wond'rous pretty Saint I ſwear. 
« But fay, young Man, I long to know, 
„Which of the Siſters ſerv'd you ſo? 
« Sure with the Nuns you've been at plays 
And for it ſuffer thus to Day, 


« For if there's ought in Strength of Back, 
] judge you well a Nun can crack.” 


The Youth reply'd in mighty Dudgeon, 
Thinking that now he'd catch'd a Gudgeon, 
% My Friend, you quite miſtake the Caſe, 
For which I ſuffer this Diſgrace, 
Had I with their Requeſt comply'd, 
*I never now had thus been ty'd ; 


« Beſides 


| Soon ty d Dim faſt, and feamper'd . 
in waiting for the Siſterhood, - 
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« Beſides a. whipping too I fear, 
For being chaſte tis hard I ſwear, 

„ 'Tho' muſt ſubmit, howeer it be 
AJ can't give up my Chaſtity.” 

The Miller ſtraitway in Surprize, 
Laughing, the faſt bound Cords unties, 

And to the Youth addreſs'd this Speech, | 
Poor, ſcrup'lous Fool, III fave'thy Breech, 
% You'd-cut-no Figure in this Place; 
« Were but our Parſon in fuch Caſe, 

< He'd ne'er behave, as thou haſt done; 
Quick, tye me to the Tree and run: 

« You're ignorant I plainly ſee, 

„ And not for Buſineſs fit like me, 

<« Let all the Sifters come, I warrant, 
They ſha'nt returnwithout their Errant. 
The Youth not wanting better Sport, 


The Miller now ftark naked food, 


When bn of Nuns, at leaſt a Score, 
In onder came, and one and all, 

Did preſently to jerking fall; 

While he provok d, as well he might, 

Cry, « Softly Ladies, by this Light, 

« You're-in the Wrong, I'm not that Booby, 
t But for the Sport as fit as you be. 

« You'll Wonders fee, if you'll but try---- 
« Cut both my Ears off if I lye. 928 
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« T am a Devil at that ſame, 
« You apprehend me,----gueſs. the. Name, 
«« But in this ſcourging, on my Soul, 
« A Novice quite, an arrant Fool. 
« A Fool? a toothleſs Virgin cries, 
<« If that's the Caſe, we'll make you wiſe. 
Are you not Father of the Brat ?---- 
« For bim you'll pay, beſure of that: 
And then to whipping fell again, 
The Miller bellow'd out amaig,. 
(Fearing he was not underſtood,) 
% Ladies, I'II.--kiſs you all by G---d! 
« All I will do that's in my Pow'r, 
« If you will give your ſcourging o'er,” 
The more the Miller crack'd his Jokes, 
'The more im wi renew'd their Strokes, 


And flogg'd him with ſuch dextrous Art, 

That made Him loudly roar with Smart. 
While thus he underwent a Whipping, 

His Mule upon the Graſs was ſkipping.---- 

I care not what became of both, . 

It is enough, he ſav'd the Youth. 

And Reader, ſay, wou'd you have been, 


For twelve ſuch Beauties in his Skin ? 
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Love diformd: Or, BTIND-MAx's 
Burr. 


A TALE. 
$ truant Cupid on the Rake, 


With Chle and her Comrades meets. 


« My Fair Ones, whither pray ſo faſt ? 
« Cries the enquiring God of Love; 
Indeed PIl know from whence this Haſte 
«© Before a Step you further move. 


« Pauſing a little, anſwer d Chloe, | 


„ Bleſs me !---T hat I ſhould be fo ſtupid; 
cc If you'll go with us we will ſhow you, 


« For, Sir, I think your Name is Cupid. 


They all to Coufin Molhy's went, | 
A wanton Game at Romps to play; ; 


Where Capid, on a Frolick bent, 


Reſolv'd to ſport an Hour away. 


But what's the Game? Why, Blind- Nan Bf: ; 
The chuckling, roguiſh Chloe cry'd, 


& You want to laugh, we'll laugh enough: 
But then whoſe Sight ſhall we firſt hide! 


c Mine, i 


One Night was rambling thro' the Streets, 
To try what Captives he could make, | 


: 
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« Mine, mine, the eager Urchin cry'd, 
„Ve Fair Ones circle me around; 
Then loos'd his Quivers from his Side, 

And flung his Arrows on the Ground. 


Quite o'er his Eyes a Veil they bind, 


From the leaſt Glimmering they reſtrain d him, 


And made the Rogue as really blind 
As ever fabling Poets feign'd him. 


Soon as they're eager at the Sport, 
Deſigning Chloe ſlipt away, 

And to Love's Arrows had Reſort, 
Which, ſcatter'd, in a Corner lay. 


Trembling, confus'd, all in a Hurry, 
The feather d Arrows ſhe conceal 'd: 

Somewhere ſhe hid *em in a Flurry, 
But where, the Tale has not reveal'd. 


Then join'd in Play: With Play tir'd out, 
No each collects her Hood and Fan, 
Cupid for's Arrows ſearch'd about, 
And round and round the Room he ran. 


At length he charg d them all with Theft, 


And hf d and fwore and made a Potter, 
If of his Shafts he was bereft, 


He ſuait would run and tell his Mather. 


g 
; 
| 
l 
; 
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The Thief unknown; the God of Love 
The Roguiſh Char moſt ſuſpected; 
But he could nothing on her prove, 
And all are hongft till detected. 


| Cupid to Venus being come, N 
Wich Tears the mournful Tale related, 
«© Oh Cupid, Cupid, we're undone, 
How ill both 5e and J are fated? 


„We both, ſhe cries, ſhall have Diſgrace, 
« Beauty ſhall in vain lye ; 
« And to Platenic Love give Place, 
« If thy poignant Darts are wanting. 


What's to be done in this Dilemma, 
Nor he, or ſhe, cou'd tell or know, 
Till blubb'ring Cupid, cry'd, dear Mamma, 
Let's a Search - Warrant take for Cl. 


"Tis done next Night with ſecret Speed 

They both to Chlee's Lodging fled, oth 
Where ſoon they found the Thief indeed, þ 
For Chhke juſt had ſlipt to bed. | 


Boldly they ran to the Bed-ſide, 
(Il manner'd Folk I do confeſs) 
Her bluſhing Face ſhe ſtrove to hide, 
Whether thro' Shame or-Guilt, you II guels. 


« Hold 
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« Hold up your Hand- Then ftraightway ſaid 
« To her th' offended God of Love, 

« And hear th'-Indiftment to you read, 
«© Which we this Night are come to prove. 


& Your Charge thus in th' Indictment lies, 
e Accus'd you ſtand, that having not 

« The Fear of Love before your Eyes, 
« You've all his keeneſt Arrows got. 


At which ſhe lifted up her Head, 
And thus began his Charge to jeer : 
« Mean you thoſe Arrows, Sir, ſhe ſaid, 
«« I bought my Brother at the Fair? 


With that enrag' d he bounc'd about, 
And ſearch'd each Place the Room around; 
The Locks he broke and made-2 Rout ; 
Blut ſtill his Darts could not be found. 


„Now, bold Intruder, Chee ſaid, 
I hope you're ſatisfy d in me: 

Not yet, cry'd. he, Let's ſearch your Bed, 
„For ought we know they there may be. 


With roving Fingers ſtrait he tears 
The Bed Clothes, which ſhe round her gathers; 
Oh ceaſe ! Oh ceaſe, cries he, your Fears, 
Mamma, I'm ſure I feel their Feathers. 


Vor, II. 3 A Cures 
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A Cuxx for Love. 
A TALE. 
By Mr. Con cAN EN. 


H E Sages all are much divided, 
Nor is the Queſtion yet decided, 
From whence ſprings Love. All own its Laws, 
Yet each affigns a diff*rent Cauſe. 
Some point out Wit, ſome point out Wealth, 
Some Youth and Beauty, Strength and Health, 
Well has his happy Pen diſplay d, 
Who fatisfy'd the Curious Maid ;* 
Why the fond Youth, for the coy Fair, 
Looks with a downcaſt penſive Air ; 
What gives his Heart Defires to know, 
His Blood to boil, his Veins to glow. 
. Now let us make our Muſe conſider, 
Nor can ev'n Modeſty forbid her, 
How her own Sex, ſo ſoft by Nature, 
So ſweet in Symmetry and Feature, 
So like their China, tender Ware, 
So nice, ſo painted, and ſo fair, 
Can bear to mingle with th' Impure, 
Or can diſſemble, to endure, * 
(And have done ſince their Kind began, 
That hideous, bearded Monſter, Man. 


„ Hildibrand Faceb, Eſq; Author of a Tale ſo called, See 
Vol, I. Page 5. n 
But 
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But let us leave ſcholaſtick Diction, | 
Which none e'er carried to Conviction; 
And like more modiſh Authors mov 
Suppoſing what we cannot prove: A 
Leſt Argument ſhould be too faint, 
Drop the Diſpute in Fable quaint ; 
And by reciting ſome old Tale, | 
Make Jeſts ſupply when Reaſons fail. 
Once on a Time, no matter when, 
But all ſtrange Stories happen'd then, 
Grown grey in thriving Tricks of Trade, 
Plumbino liv'd, a wealthy Blade. 
Through ſixty Years he Life had led, 
And ten had mourn'd a widow'd Bed ; 
One only Daughter bleſt him ;-----fair ? 
Divinely ſo,------his Fortune's Heir. 
As yet unripe for Scenes of Courting, 
For ſhe was hardly turn'd of Fourteen ; 
Howe'er ſhe felt ſome new Emotions, 
Yet was but aukward in her Notions. 
Her pleaſing Pertneſs in Behaviour, 
Entir'ly won her Father's Favour ; 
To others humourſome and ſnarling ; 
But Fanny was his Boſom's Darling. 
Oft would he gaze upon her Face, 
And ev'ry well-known Feature trace : 
With Rapture liſten to her Prattling, 
And learn the News of her Tea-tattling, 
Then, impotent his Joy to ſmother, 
Cry * Juſt ſo charming was her Mother,” 
E 2 What- 
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Whate'er ſhe wiſh'd if ſhe but hinted, © © 
No Pains were ſpar d, no Coſts were ſtinted 
To purchaſe it. Her Education 


Polite, for ev'ry foreign Nation 
Supply'd her Fire with Teachers, fit 


 T'improve her Beauty, or her Wit. . 
Some taught to touch the warbling String, 
And ſome to dance, and ſome to ſing. 


Meanwhile Plumbine, deep-defign' 


d, 


Nor hop'd, to crown his num'rous Bounties, 
Leſs than the Title of a Counteſs : 
Nay, for a Comfort to his Dear, | 
Would have o'crlook'd a new-made Peer. 
How vain are all our Hopes and Cares? 
When the main Spring of our Affairs, t 
For its juſt Moves, depends on ftill _ 
That Weather-cock, a Woman's Will! 
What Guard has Beauty from Diſaſters ? 
A Youth there was among the Maſters, 
Who ſet poor Fanmy's Heart on fire, 
And fill'd it with ſome ſtrange Defire ; 


Had higher Matters in his Mind ; 


- Sprightly his Mein, his Face was fair, 
And in ſmooth: Ringlets flow'd his Hair; 


Juſt in the Bloom of five-and-twenty, 


 Thro' all the Fopling's Tricks he went ye 2 
His Wit but green, his Nonſenſe mellow, | 


A perfe& Lady's pretty Fellow ; 
Featly he danc'd, and when he ſung, 
The Syrens warbled from his Tongue: 


Softly 
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Softly he breath'd the gentle Flute, 
And hated ſtrongly to be mute: 
His Talk would make a Wiſe- man ſick, 
Twas as unmeaning as his Muſick: 
But Funnys Breaſt with Love alarming, 
Made nothing ever ſeem fo charming, 
He fill'd her Thoughts; when he was nigh, 
Pleaſure fat ſparkling in her Eye: 
She ſigh'd, when abſent, at his Name; 
And her Heart flutter d when he came. 
Dull to the reſt; whate' er he taught her, 
He quickly to Perfection brought her; 
Of her, his Art alone could boaſt, 
For that indeed he ſtudied moſt. 
Thus went he on without deſigning, 
Poor Miſs's Quiet undermining; 
Unmov'd, unconſcious of his kind, 
As ſhe'd been homely, or he blind. 

That Beauty which could not prevail, 
Now ceas'd to be; her Cheeks grew pale: 
Vapours, and Qualine, and Fits o'ertook her, 
And Sleep, and Health, and Eaſe forſook her: 
She ſigh'd, ſhe pin'd, ſhe wiſh'd, ſhe panted, 
And Dreams inform'd her what ſhe wanted. 

The Sire who ſaw how Matters went, 
Saw it with wond' rous Diſcontent: 
Now Cares o' erpay his former Pleaſures, 
For Miſs has broken all his Meaſures. 
He knew for what ſhe did endure, 
A Huſband was the only Cure ; 

E 3 
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And that he muſt his Houſe diſparage, 
Or elſe precipitate her Marriage. 
Well, *tis refoly'd ; the Man is choſen, 
And Council aſk'd of ey'ry Couſin, 
For fake of Form: All urge her Youth.---- 
« Pſha! Pl engage ſhe'll find a Tooth 
To mump on Man :---Befides he's rich ;--- 
_ « *Tis better Girls ſhould ſmart than itch.” 
\ At laſt he breaks his Mind to Fanny, 


And tells her, that, for Reaſons many, # 
She now muſt wed,---With dread Affright oft. 
She heard the News, and ſwoon'd outright, 
She funk, (and twas a kind Relief: ) 

Play'd all the Parts of Woman's Grief : 

The fainting Fits, the ſhudd'ring Fears, 

The wringing Hands, the falling Tears, 

And twenty other Tricks in Faſhion, 

Till Dad was melted to Compaſſion : | 

And when ſhe found his doating Blindneſs, 

Begins. too ſooth him into Kindneſs, 

Puts on a ſupplicating Face, | 

| And wipes her Eyes, and tells her Caſe : 12 

| ;  Recites the Cauſes of her Care, | 

| His ſprightly Wit, his genteel Air, 

_ His graceful Shape, his eaſy Gait, 

His Size, that was both tall and ſtraight.---- 

| Theſe, Sir, are Virtues; or I've mis-thought :--- 4 
= He wants Eftate;---but is that his Fault? 
Each Sentence clos'd with Papa dear ; 


4 And now a Sob, and then a Tear: k 
i; | | $42! She 
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She roſe to Rage ; Let vain Opinion 
And Pride deprive you of your Minion : 
« For if Things be not as I fay, 
« I'll hang myſelf or run away. 

His Fondneſs could not bring out No, 
At length burſts out in, Be it ſo— 
„ He loves you not, nor knows your Love?“ 
© ---No, Sir. Than be at Eaſe, my Dove; 
« A Fortune twice ten thouſand Pounds, 
« Deeper than Cupid's Arrow wounds 


„If that has Power to pierce his Breaſt, 


« I bid thy Boſom be at reſt; 
« For what are Jewels, Gold and Pearl? 
« What are they, if I loſe my Girl? 
So ſaid, he ſought the happy Youth ; 
And found, acquaints him of the Truth: 
Propos'd the Thing without Apology. 
The Youth reply'd, © I muſt acknowledge ye 


And paus'd, and hum'd, and ſeem'd afraid :--- 


<< I tell thee, Man, thy Fortune's made. 
Then thus--- The Honour you deſign'd, 
I own extravagantly kind; 

© And ne er till now thought Fortune hard; 
© I amy---I am, an Abelard : *? 

No Man fo ſure as he who tries; 

He ſatisfy'd, believe your Eyes: 

This from your Child I can't conceal : 

If yet her Paffion ſhould prevail, 


* An Eunuch, 
E 4 
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My Life, my Service, and my Duty, 
Shall be devoted to her Beauty.” 

Pleas'd with his open Way of dealing, 
In Faults which he might chuſe revealing, 
Plumbino goes, almoſt content, 

Provided Miſs would: give Conſent, 

His deſtin'd Hopes ſhould not be croſs'd, 
Nor ſo much Honeſty be loſt. _. | 

Even to his Door this Thought purſues, 
Till Miſs comes big to hear the News. 
The Squire's Condition he defines, 

Firſt with broad Hints, and then by Signs; 
Which when ſhe would not comprehend, 
He told the Tale from End to End.--- 

% Yethere's no Bar :---we only ſtay 
Till you ſhall pleaſe to name the Day: 
« But take ſome Time; conſult your Pillow - 
© What! to that odious, filthy Fellow? 
< I ſwear, Papa, tis moſt provoking, 

© You-would not find that I was joking. 
© Him I deſpis'd by all that's rightful : 

I always ſaid he look'd ſo frightful : 
e learnꝰd enough from him before, 

© So, pray, Sir, let him come no more; 
For grant I lik'd him, I'm releasd: 
I lov'd a Man, but he's a---Beaft,” 


en . 
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A TALE. 

WI Grief, 1 my Friend, as well as you, 

Degenerate Mankind I view, 
Fall'n gom d their ancient virtuous Lives, 
When due Regard was paid to Wives: 
Each Huſband like a Bridegroom burn'd, 
Ev'n tho' his Flame was not return d; 
And paid his nuptial Dues each Night, 
| Tho! the cold Fair refus'd her Mite. 
Folks ſometimes fin, thro' too much Zeal, 
As ſoon the Sequel will reveal; 
But, whatſoe'er Men do 3 
Tis ſeldom they offend in this: 
And we muſt own, in this our Day, 
The Danger's greater t other Way. 

How diff rent were the Days of old, 
WhenSwains were warm, and Nymphs were cold? 
Or cold they were, or ſeem'd to be, | 

For leaving Cupid in the Lurch: 

All Tranſports of a Devotee 

Proceed from Rev'rence to the Church. 
Whence, you'll reply, this long Narration —— 
---Pm aiming at a Reformation: 

«© Examples move, where Precepts fail; 
Then liſten, and apply the Tale. 
Young Colin liv'd a virtuous Life, 
He kiſs'd no Creature but his Wife; 
__ ---- No 


82 The INVOLUNTARY SINNERS. 


No Dove more conſtant to his Mate, 

No Sparrow lov'd at ſuch a Rate; 

And nightly, as the Night ſtill came, 

He fail'd not to careſs the Dame : 

While ſhe, reſery'd, and croſs, and coy, _ 
Shun'd (or appear'd to ſhun) the Joy. | 

One Night he chanc'd fo late to ſtay, 

Till Phebus brought returning Day; 

Then home he went, or home was led, 

And found his Spouſe retir'd to Bed : 

On her ſoft Lips he fix'd a Kiſs, 

Then haſten'd to the Seat of Bliſs. 

No Limb ſhe mov'd, no Word would ſay, 

But lifeleſs and regardleſs lay. 

Colin, amaz'd to find her dumb, 

(What's Grief to him, were Joy to ſome) 

Cry'd, <* Prithee, Mop/a, prithee ſpeak, 

<< Indeed I'll not ſtay out this Week: 

4 This ſullen Silence grieves me more, 

« 'Than all your chiding heretofore: 
What! nota Word !---I think ſhe's dead !” 

To true, alas! the Words he ſaid : 

-The Curtains drawn, the Sun reveal'd | 

What Darkneſs had till then conceal'd, | 
Struck with Amazement and Surprize, 

Strait to his Confeſſor he hies; 

Tells him the Horrors of the Night, 

And begs he'd ſet his Conſcience right; 

Declares the Party was his Wife, 

Nor knew ſhe was depriv'd of Life ; 


Yet. 
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Vet ſtill he felt an inward Dread, 
For violating thus the Dead. 

The Prieſt allow'd the Thing was new, 
And well he wiſt not what to do; 
So to the Conclave ſent the Caſe, 
As Men endu'd with greater Grace. 
They too declin'd a Caſe fo nice, 
And cray'd his Holineſs' Advice. 
The Pope confider'd well th' Affair, 
Then, plac'd in Apoſtolic Chair, 
With awful Brow, he thus decreed ; 
„ Colin from this Offence is freed.--- 


„ Butleſt vile Men in Afﬀter-times, 


« Commit again ſuch beſtial Crimes, 
Or be unwittingly drawn in, 

« By froward Women thus to ſin, 

« Tt is the Church's Will, and mine, 

( Till Women ſhall their Breath reſign) 
«© Whene'er Mankind the Fair embrace, 
Without diſſembling in the Caſe, 

« That, be ſhe Widow, Maid, or Wife, 
& She ſhew ſtrong, vig'rous Signs of Life.” 
The Prieſts, who take peculiar Care 

T' inſtruct and cultivate the Fair, 
With Zeal proclaim the Pope's Decree 
To each attentive Devotee, 
The Fair with Eaſe and Joy obeys 
Whate'er her ghoſtly Father ſays, 
Thus, Colin, from his Sin reliev'd, 
A decent Time for Mop/a griev'd ; 
| | Till 
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Till weary of a ſingle Life, 
He needs muſt take a ſecond Wife; 
One not ſo peeviſh, croſs, and coy, 
Who would participate his Joy. 


So aid, fo done;---a Wiſe he choſe 


Juicy and young, yet one of thoſe 

Who, fam'd for a ſuperior Zeal, 

To fay her Pray'rs, would loſe a Meal. 
Some happy Months they paſs'd together: 

But Wedlock will have cloudy Weather. 

It chanc'd, upon a Market-day, 

As homeward they purſu'd their Way, 

On the ſame Horſe this Couple plac'd, 

Her fondling Arm about his Waiſt, 

Three Villains met this loving Pair ; 


They robb'd the Man,---ſurvey'd the Fair ;--- 


Then each by Turns---eternal Shame 
Did-----what the Muſe forbears to name: 
So pack'd her up behind her Spouſe, (98 
And wiſh'd em well to their own Houſe, 
Along they trudge in piteous Taking ; 
Judge how poor Colin's Heart was aking ! 
Silent he rode: now inward groan d, 
Then knit his Brows, then ligh'd, then frown d; 
Till after many Miles, the Fair 
Addreſs'd him thus, to eaſe his Care; 
“ Prithee, dear Colin, why this Grief ? 
« What's loſt, is loſt ; why, hang the Thief: 


« Some Money's gone oft we have more: 


66 To Minds content, enough is Store.“ 


© Poh! | 


The In v0LUNTARY Sravy as. 83 


Poh 1---(Colin cry'd) that's not the Matter "op 
« Forbear your idle fooliſh Chatter.“ 

« Why ſcold at me? (reply d the Dame) 

« In what, I pray, am 7 to blame? 
Art thou ſo vile, fo void of Grace, 

© To aſk that Queſtion to my Face ? 

© Theſe Eyes beheld it !---theſe two Eyes - 
---<« They did (he cry'd) a mighty Prize: 

« Apainſt my Will the Thing was done! 
« You know I ſhudder at a Gun: 

« Nay, You ſtood very patient bj; 

« You durſt not flir, no more than I. 


Not ftir / (cry'd he) ay, that's my Grief: 


© Not ftir /--«go aſk each ſingle Thief, 
If any Jade throughout the Land, 


© Her Metions had at more command? 


---< And is that A you have toſay? 

c Pray hold your Tongue, and mind your Way, 
« You know the Law, as well asI; 

«© Nay, were the Cauſe on't by the bye: | 
] am an honeſt, virtuous Woman, | 

« And won't be damn'd for you, nor no-man ; 


«© But will obey the Pope's Decree ! 


< So, thank your Stars, there were but Three. 


The Mo RALI. 


1 ye Huſbands young and old, 
Not to complain” your Wives are cold : 
For moſt would own it, if they dunſt, 

They wiſh em cold, as Colin's firft, 


Next, 


| * Poſſefling thee we nothing want. 
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Next, \chuſe not Wives for too much Zeal, 
Which does the Warmth within conceal : 
Aud ſbe who moſt adores the Gown, 
Oft proves the Wagtail of the Town. 


— — 


tte Converr to ToBACco. 
A TALE. 


AIL Raleigh / Venerable Shade, 

Accept this Tribute, humbly paid ; 
Great Patron of the Sailing Crew, 
Who gav'it us Weed to ſmoke and chew, 
Kindly accept theſe Honours due. | 
To Thee we owe our Country's Wealth, 
And ſmirking Glee, and luſty Health: 
From Aſhes white as driven Snow, 
Tobacco Clouds, tis what we owe, 
In fragrant Wreaths aſcend the Sky, 
To Thee, the Smoaker's Deity. 

Immortal Weed ! all-healing Plant ! 


_— 


Afaſtant chief to Country Vicar, 

Next to his Concordance and Liquor : 
If Text obſcure perplex his Brain, 

He ſcratches, thinks, but all in vain, 
Till lighted Pipe's prevailing Ray, 
Like Phebus, drives the Fog away. 
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Concomitant of CambrosBriton, _ 
(If I a Rhime, for that cou'd hit on) 
Content with thee, he'll barefoot trudge it, 
His Hoſe and Shoes faſt bound in Budget; 
Bleak blow the Winds, thick fall the Snows; 
With thee he warms his dripping Noſe, 
And ſcrubs, and puffs, and on he goes, 
With thee, dear Partner of his Ale, 
The Juſtice grave prolongs his Tale; 
And faſt aſleep does wiſely prate us, 
Whilſt ſober Whiff fills each Hiatus. | 
With thee--- but hark' ee, ſays a Friend, 
. Tom, will thy Preface never end ? 
We want the Tale you promis'd us ; 
The Tale d'ye want ?--- then take it thus: 
Buxoma was a Banker's Widow, 
Frolick and free as good Queen Dido; 
For now twelve Months were paſt and gone, 
Since Spouſe lay cover'd with a Stone, 
At firſt, indeed, for Faſhion-ſake, 
She muſt not reſt aſleep, or wake; 
The wretched'ſt Woman ſure alive, 
The beſt of Huſbands to ſurvive ! 
O had ſhe dy'd | (but *twas too late) 
To fave her Dearee from his Fate. 
Poor ten per Cent/ his Hour was come, 
E'er he had half made up his Plumb. 
You'd ſwear ſhe'd learnt to mourn at School; 
She ſigh'd by Note, and wept by Rule, 
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8&8 de Convert % Ton acco. 
The Neighbours 'ſaw't ; and who but ſhe 
For Conjugal Sincerity! 

But now the Farce was o'er, ſhe ſaw 
"Twas time the Vizard to withdraw. 
The Sable Weeds are thrown aſide, 


No moredhe wrung her Hands and cty'd ; 


But gay at all Aﬀemblies ſhore, 
And --- who was bleſt that lay alone? 


The Charms of Forty thouſand Pound 


Drew from each Quarter all around; 


The Templer ſpruce, and formal Cit, 
The Man of War, and Man of Wit. 
The laſt indeed deſpair'd to win her, 

Yet ftill purfu'l her for a Dinner. 


For Madath's Gate, or ſhe's bely” 4, 


Stood ever hoſpitably wide. . 
Good Beef and Mutton grac'd her Table, 
And who eat moſt ſhe judg'd moſt able. 
The Cloth remov'd, the Board was ſpread 
With Choice of Wine, both White and Red. 
Pipes and Tobacco next appear, | 


And Tapers bright bring up the Rear, 


"Now, by-the-by, Sir, you muſt know, = x #þ 


Our Widow, Whilom, made a Vow, 


Tho' Age and Uglineſs o'ertook her, 
Never to wed with filthy Smoaker; 
And therefore flily Iaid a Plot 


To tty who ſmoakt, and who did not. 


Unhappy State of human Kind ! 
To future Evils ever blind ! 
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The gilded Pill we raſhly' frallow, | 
Nor heed what Bitterneſs may follow. 
This to make out, and eke my Tale, 
Our Lovers ſmoak'd, both one and all. 
Unthinking of th' impending Doom, 
And ſpicy Whiffs perfum'd the Room; 
When ſtrait the Widow, ſans excuſe, 
Their Offers bluntly did refuſe. 
Thus had ſhe paekt off Lovers plenty, 
Some ſay-a Dozen, others Twenty; 
And now began to fear, I trow, | 
Leſt ſhe were hamper'd in her Vow : 
When lo ! a Swain of [riþ Race, 
With Back of Steel, and Front of Braſs, 
Reſolv'd Buxoma to aſſail, | 
And wiſely, that he might not fail, 0 
Struck in with Miſtreſs Abigail. "I 
Now Abigails, the Learned fay, 
To Ladies Hearts can pave the Way; 
The Jade, unable to reſiſt 
Five Pieces clapt in Lilhy Fiſt, 
Betray d (a Mercenary Whore !) ? | 


The Vow I told you of before, 
And Mac ſucceeds'in his Amour. 
He wou'd not ſmoke, to fave his Life, 
Prais'd the good Taſte of Paul's Wife: 
* Tobacco, Fogh ! he cou'd not bear it, 
<« Filthy Concomitant of Claret. 

Our Widow chuekled hefe to firid 
At laſt a Lover to her Mind; 


go The Convert to Tonacco. 

And ftrait an honeſt Parſon got 

To tie the Matrimonial Knot. 

Here, to be ſhort, the Wedding-day 

Was eat, and drank, and danc'd away ; 

The wiſhing Gueſts the Stocking threw, 

Jeſted a while, and then withdrew. 

When loud the Groom began to roar, 
And bang his Slipper *gainſt the Floor; 

E Here bring a Pipe —A Pipe! ſhe cry'd— 

<« Nay, do not fret, good angry Bride, 

« For I muſt ſmoak, or elſe—my Dear, 

(Then whiſper'd ſomething in her Ear) 

« *Tis true by Heaven ! My former Spouſe 

« Lov'd to ſee Pipes come into th' Houſe. 

With wiſtful Eye, poor Madam view'd 

Her dear Deceiver, thought him rude ; 

Yet ſilent lay, in fad Suſpence, 

Waiting the happy Conſequence. 

Which, Authors ſay, ſhe did not miſs : 


'The Pipe was out, an eager Kiſs 
Preluded to th' enſuing Bliſs. 
He ſmoak'd a Second and a Third, 
Nay, and a Fourth too, tis averr d; 
And ſtill the well experienc'd Dame 
Found the yet wiſh'd Effect the ſame. 
Some have affirm'd, he was ſo ſtout 
To take a Fifth e'er he gave out. 
What, yet again ? the Devil's in thee ! 
Nat, Fetch the Pound of Sys Virginia, 
All the new Pipes, and a freſh Light; 
Your Maſter ſays he'll ſmoak all Night. 


1911 


A MoDERNn ECLOGUE. 


OW gaping Lacqueys wait their Maſters 
Knock, 

And with Impatience hear the chearful Cock; 

Sleep now, ſtill reigning Monarch, lulls the 

Scene, 

From Flyde-Park Corner down to Mile-End 
| Green, © 

Some Lovers only count the tedious Time, 

And ſing fad Ditties in much ſadder Rhyme : 

Now ragged Poets tire their worry'd Theme, | 


Theatrick Heroes now of Empire dream, 
And mimick Damon ſighs beſide ſome purling 
Stream : 
One furls, or dreams ſhe furls, a new-bought 
Fan, 
And Fancy to fifteen preſents a Man : 
Coy Maids at fifty curſe the fatal Willow, 
Whilſt Crowds of Beaus are rival'd by their Pil- 
low: 
Eas'd of his Money, Home each Gameſter ſteers, 
And every Tavern-wicket clos'd appears: 
Each Black-fhoe's ſtretch'd upon his well-known 
Block, 5 
And ſhiv'ring Watchmen cry, paſt three o Cloct: 
Cards laid aſide, and Company all gone, 
Chloe and Betty now were left alone ; 
| When 
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When thus the Nymph, in eaſy Chair reclin'd, 

Whilſt Betty waited her Command behind, 
With many an aukward pretty Yawn expreſt 
Theſe airy Notions lab'ring in her Breaſt : 

« Of all thoſe Arts in which our Sex excel, 

The chief the prettieſt is coquetting well; 
„That Art by which Mankind our Fools are 
46 made, 

Which baffles all their Reaſon's boaſted Aid. 

& Happy the Nymph, who knows her Charms 

n J 
Who with unmeaning Softneſs rolls her ſ 

Eyes, | 

t Whilf at each Turn ſome fooliſh Gazer dies. 

« How vain, and how fantaſtical is Man, 

« Dependent on the Cracking of a Fan 

I love to ſee the Creature rave and ſtare, 
To me 'tis petfet Comedy, I Wear. 
Be- rhym'd all o'er by many a love-fick Swain, 
«© Whilſt Crowds unnumber'd gladly fill my 

cc Train, 
. «© Inſenſible to all alike I give 
« My Charms, whilſt they by my Fermion 
L ſtve: 
60 Each takes his Turn; now Sylvie, Daphnis 


« One ſighs in Metre, one in Billefdeux; 
I take them all, the Proſe perhaps I tear, 
<« But keep the Poetry — to cut! iny Hair — 


« Here, 
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« Here, Betty, take my. Cap—ha—how you 
© move! 
J hope you don't pretend to be in Love 
No, really, Maem, I know much better 
Things, 
Tis only fit for Girls in Leading-ftrings : 
I hope, Maem, I have never given you Cauſe 
To think:I' was (here Betty made a Paufe— 
For Bellmaur's Footman Thomas, you muſt know, 
Had ſtruck the Wench's Fancy long ago; 
Could hum a Tune or two, talk ſmart and witty, 
And ſwore her Miſtreſs was not half ſo pretty.) 
True (ſhe proceeds) Tom, ws he brings you 
Letters, 
Will tell me, I'm as handſome as my Betters ; 
Vet does it follow I 55 the Nr | 
Here Chlee gap'd, and Betty made a Stop. 


Cbloe had hitherto with Patience heard 


Her chattering Maid, nor anſwer'd her a Word; 


At Looking-glaſs engag d, ſhe ſmiles, ſhe ſtares, 

And *gainſt To-morrow practiſes new Airs. 

Betty, enrag'd at Breath ſo thrown away, 

3 4p no longer on her Tongue cou'd lay; 

But thus proceeds : I cannot, for my Soul, 

See the great Harm in Love upon the whole ; 

Nay, I know ſome Folks, for all their Railing, 

Who ſometimes may be caught, like others, 
failing ; 
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3 when Bellmour look d on Lady 
race, 

How fluſh'd the Colour in ſome People's Face! 

This Table—how. it ftands—well 'tis no 
| « Wonder, 

e 

« Blunder ; 

Here, Betty, take this Candleſtick away, 

« I'm crowded ſo I ſcarce have Room to play: 

« This Chair too la -how aukwardly it ſtands-- 

Did ever Mortal hold ſuch wretched Hands?“ 
Theſe Words in pretty Mimickry expreſt, 
Awak d the Woman in her Miſtreſs' Breaſt; 

When up ſhe ſtarts . Ceaſe, hold your ny 
cc Prate, 5 

« To name the Creature whom you know I 

hate ; 
« Bellmour, that filly, vain, that ugly Croats, 
„ To hear him mention'd ſhocks my very Na- 
& ture 

% Was ever Mortal curs'd with ſuch a Maid— 

« You ſaucy Huſſey you no more ſhe lad. 
- But in a Paſſion flounces into Bed. 

Affrighted Betty dar'd to ſpeak no more, | 

„ ſtole off, he ors, 


. 


The MISTAKE. 
A TALE. 


LL you, who Hymen's Yoke would prove, 
Come liſten to my Ditty : | 
The Tale I fing may chance to move 

Your Laughter, or your Pity. 


To be a Wife full thirty Years, 
Nan various Arts had try'd; 

And often ſaid, with Sighs and Tears, 
She ne'er ſhou'd be a Bride. 


To an old Crone at length ſhe went, 
One fam' d for Fat and Sin; 
Relates her Cauſe of Diſcontent, 
And begs Advice therein. 


Oh thou ! whoſe equitable Skill, 

Can dead Men's Thoughts ſupply ; 
Help me, now living, to my Will, 
And make it when I die, 


Aſſiſt, Priſcilla, Nanny cry'd, 
And eaſe an old Maid's Mind, 

For Law-ſuits, Wounds, and Stars, thou Pride 
Of all the Female-Kind. 
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Oh 
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Oh help me to ſome youthful Mate, 


And I thy Fame will tell: 
Aſſiſt me to avoid the Fate 


Of leading Apes in Hell. 


=® Then may you ſeę more happy Days, 1 
| In being BadgelPs Wife: 
| When dead, his Bze * ſhall buz thy * 


1 And Curll + ſhall print thy Life, 


| Pleas'd with theſe, Words, thi * Dame 
I To weeping Nanny faid : 
| Once Beauty's Charms cou a nie a F lame, 

| And help the willing Maid. 


3 | 3 
2 Our modern, Sparks, more cunning gown, 

Court not like them of old! 

| 

| 


For now each Youth will doubly 1 3 
For Beauty and for Gold. 


[| Your Waſh and Paint are idle Stuff— 
Give out that you are rich : 
Of Wooers then you'll baye enough; 
4 "Or wer fay rn « Whit: wo LN 


* A Wetky Pamgble, pubs by Mr. Budgel! under. that 
G Thi.” 


— Vide Popes b. 
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Nar's ſoon beſet, as ſaid the Hag, 
With twenty am'rous Ninnies, 

By ſhewing oft a Canvas Bag 
01 counterfeited Guineas, 


Among the reſt a Youth there comes 
From boggy Enyſeellin ; 
By perſecuting Duns and Bums 

Drove here to ſeek a Living. 


A greater Stranger more than he 
To Honeſty and Pence ; 
Nor. Henley more a Foe cou'd be 
To Modeſty and Senſe. 


And though his braway Back, oh Nan 
With future Hopes did win ye ; 

Vill prov'd, alas ! no more a Man, 
Than Signior Nicholini. 


With eager Haſte the Match they . 
Each other glad to take in. 

Vilts ſtill in Debt, NVan's ſtill a Maid 3 
And both have prov'd miſtaken. 


And though, dear Nan ! poor Will offends, 


Tranſgrefling nightly Rules; 
He makes the Town a large Amends, 
By not increaling Fools. 
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CursniRE NELL; or, the STAGE= | 


 WacGoN. | 


AN was not made to live at home, 

He loves to get abroad and roam ; 

The Charms of Novelty purſue, - . | 
And ſee the World he comes into. 

Hence firſt the Boat, with ſlender Oar, 

Was taught to ply the winding Shore : 

Next, bolder ſpread the ſwelling Sail, 

And ſtiffen'd to the wafting Gale. 

At Land this roving Genius found , 
As many Helps to ſhift its Ground : W 
Hence Steeds were ſaddled, Cars invented, 
Coaches with Cloth and Leather tented, 

And Waggons built, whoſe cumb'rous Train, 
With Giant Bulk, indents the Plain— | 


But what's this Knowledge to a Story? 


Read on, my Friend, it lies before you. 


A Cheſbire Damſel, young and ga). 
And blooming as the Pride of May, 


Admir'd and woo'd by many a Swain, 
Whoſe Vows ſhe heard with cold Diſdain : 
For Pride had whiſper'd to her Mind, 

Her Charms were not for ſuch deſign'd; 
Of Maids ſhe'd read, and read agen, 

Who marry'd Lords or Gentlemen; 


Crz8ninz NIII, Oe. 


Or rais'd by Merchants of Renown, 
| lad rode in Contr Linhad adi 
If other Virgins thus could riſe, 
Why might not ſhe expect a Prize? 
Ambition. is a dang*rous Gueſt, 

And ſoon uſurps the Female Breaft : 

Poor NelPs aſpiring Fancy glows, 

With London's viſionary Shows; 

She loaths her former rural Joys, 

She longs for Hurry, Crowds, and Noiſe ; 
By Day ſhe forms romantic Schemes, 

By Night ſhe ſhines in golden Dreams; 


N X 


Her Checks turn pale—her Viſage ſtrange, 


Her Mother wonders at the Change. 

At length, by oft repeated Pray'r, 

She wins her to difcloſe her Care : 

And as ſhe finds her Purpoſe bent, 

She gains her Gaffer's kind Conſent, 

That Nell ſhould up to London go, 

And try what Luck ſhe might come to. 

Equip'd, and joyful at the Heart, 

The Maiden now prepares to part. 

A Purſe, with ſplendid Shillings ſtor'd, 

Her Mother ſteals her from her Hoard ; 

A broad Jacobus, fair and bright, 

Is offer'd—as her Father's Mite : 

Tears ſtopp'd, and kind Embraces given, 

They leave her to the Charge of Heaven; 

The Place was took - the Waggon ready, 

And Nell, in Proſpect, quite a Lady, 
* 


Now 


Faſt ſtick the Wheels, the Axles break, 
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Now ſafely had ſhe travell'd on, 
Within a Stage of London Town, | 
When a deep Slough,- by Chance unſeen, 
OFerturn'd the cumberſome Machine: 


Loud baw! the Men—the Females ſqueak : 


The Horſes in the Quickſand flounce, 
Trunks, Boxes, from the Stowage bounce. 


. Confuſion reigns—while in the Fall, 


Extenſive Ruin threatens all : 

One bruis'd to Death, and others hurt, 

Who lie half ſmother'd in the Dirt ; 

While loud the noiſy Drivers fwear— 

For Damage, they are bound to bear. 
Amidſt the Pool of Mire and Clay, 

Poor Nell diſtreſs'd and breathleſs lay ; 


Her lovely Limbs with Mud o'erſpread, 


„ 


All ſcatter d by this Blaſt of Fate, 


Limbs ! worthy of a ſweeter Bed! 
Her Dreams of future Wealth and State, 


Till a kind Youth—who, bound for Town, 

Was in the ſame Diſaſter thrown, 

Took Pity on the Maiden's Caſe, rf 

And help'd her from the dang'rous Place. | 
Her Beauties thus with Filth beſmear'd, 


How fad the alter d Maid appear d! 


Diſabled now to travel on, 
She trudges to the neighb'ring Town; * 


„ Beckly in the Hole, where this Scene lay, 


Aſham'd b 
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Aſham'd— avoiding to be ſeen, 
She ſeeks the Shelter of an Inn; 
Where, weeping, ſhe relates her Chance, 
With each important Circumſtance ; 
Deſcribes the Place they tumbled down, 
And how the Wheel had torn her Gown. 
Heedleſs, the Folks the Story hear, 
Tho! grac'd with many a pearly Tear: 
Alas ! ſhe thought not all her Pain 

Was Joy to them— which brought them Gain. 

Three Days reliev'd with Food and Reft, 
New Spirits warm'd her youthful Breaſt 
Ambition, by her late 
Expell'd, reſum'd its former Place; 
And now, ſo near her Journey's End, 

But ah] new Clouds the Sky o'erſpread, 
New Miſchiefs hover round her Head ; 
Prepar'd to part with early Day, 

A dreadful Reck*ning ſtands to pay 
A Reck'ning by Misfortune run : 
Her Purſe ſhe ſeeks— her Purſe is gone! 
Loſt, when ill Fate her Project croſs'd, 
And never miſs'd till wanted moſt. 
© My Purſe is loſt '— all pale ſhe cries, 
« Your Purſe— the ſurly Hoſt replies, 
<« I never ſaw it in my Door, 
© You mean to cheat me of my Score. 
Three Days you entertain'd have been, 
6« nan 
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In yain fair Nely wept and pray d, 
The Hoſt was deaf to all ſhe ſaid. 
He ſtamps, he calls two Furies come, 
And ſtrip the Damſel in the Room. 
Now Lady Errant—trudge away,” 
(The Landlord n yet if You'll ſtay, 

« PII, ſince you're likely, give you Wages ; 
„We want a Wench to ſerve the Stages: 
Lou need not ſlight the Place I proffer, 
© There's London Girls would take the Offer,” 

_ Friendleſs—dejeted—in Diſgrace, | 

What cou'd Nel do—but take the Place? 

Here, a poor Drudge for preſent Bread, | 
The diſappointed Damſel ſtaid: Sits 
A daily Slave of toilſome Care, 8 
Imperious Ufage forc'd to bear; 3 
Obſcene Liſcourſe, the Whiſper lewd, . * 
Tyrannic Oaths, and all that's rule: 

Till by Degrees (to end my Tale) 

As Patterns teach, and Precepts fail, 
Her Pride grew lefs— ſhe loſt her Shame; 
For (Gain ſhe fold her Virgin Fame, 

And where ſhe Refuge ſought from Grief, 
Perifh'd beyond the World's Relief. 
Shipwreck d on Africt's deſart Coaſt, 

So fares it with the Stranger loſt ; - 
Emerging from the fandy Wave, 

Rejoic'd he ſpies a cooling Cive ; 2 5 
In Hopes of Shelter . his Way, TE 


But falls a bloody Tyger's Prey. 
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The SPLENATICK DocToOR. 


A TALE. 


AGGOT pretends to ſome aibiviig 


In Phyſick, mongſt his other Learning; 


His Health employs his daily Care ; 
He purges now, now takes the Air. 
With all his various Arts and Skill, 
Th' unhappy Man ſucceeds but ill. 
His Conſtitution moſt perverſe, + 
Each Day by Regimen grows worſe. | 
The Jordan now is ſet aſide, 
And ev'ry Day his Water try'd : 
By this, Phyſicians ſeldom fail 
To gueſs atwhat their Patients: ail; 
And by this Water hangs a Tale. 

A Nymph; who of his Room took * 
Nor over-young, nor over- fair, 
As ſhe aſſiduous round the Room, 
Ply'd her Duſt-diſſipating Broom, 
Perceiv'd her Water fain would flow 
From its accuſtom'd Vent below, 

And haſt' ning ſtraightway to the Place, 
Where ſtood the Urinary Vaſe, 

Taking the Utenſil, ſhe pours 

Forth from within moſt copious Show'rs: 
The Waters kindly join as Ale | 
Mix'd by my Landlord, mild and ftale. 
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. The ſacred Streams of Alpbeus fo 
With Arethuſa's Waters flow. 
_ "Maggot returns, the Day being fair, 
Alter his ec of Air; 
He takes the Pot, the Smell was ſtrange, 
And wonderful ! the Colours change. 
To find what Secret lurks within, 
He taſtes, and looks, then taſtes again; 
Zoons ! (he cries out) I'm grown a Woman, 
This Water could be made by no Man. 
Hah ! How can this be reconcil'd! 
By G-, I'm certainly with Child. 
He fancy'd now his Belly roſe, 
And now he feels a Mother's Throws. 
Of Pangs unknown now ſore afraid, 
He begs Lucind's d future Aid. 
What Man alive can bear the Curſe 
Of tatling Goſſips, Midwife, Nurſe } 
To feed on Slops was not ſo cruel ; 
He long had liv'd on Water-gruel. 
But, left Digreſſion in my Song 
Should tire your Patience E re twas long, 
- _ "The Damſel had the ſame Occaſion, 
wich would admit no Prorogation. 
She eas'd her as ſhe did before ; 
. When Mag. by Chance approach'd the Door, 
And heard a Murmur, as of Rills 
1 | Falling, mongſt Pebbles down the Hills. 


The Goddeſs of Midwives, 
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He wonders what the Noiſe ſhould be, 4 
And turns with furious Haſte the Key. 

The Damſel can't the Fact deny, 

Her down-caft Looks alone reply. 

While he enrag'd, fail'd not to rate her : 2 | 


A ſaucy Jade! to dare to ſcatter 

Into her Maſter's Pot her Water. 
She ne'er muſt have the Honour more 
To make his Bed, or ſweep his Floor. 
Howe're poor Maggot's greatly pleas'd, 
Thus of his fancy'd Burden eas'd ; 

Nor longer now afraid to ſtand 
The Search of Midwife's groping Hand. 


— — 


The Wipow's WILX. 
A TALE. 


AVE you not ſeen (to ſtate the Caſe) 
Two Waſps lie ſtruggling in a Glaſs ? 
By the rich Flavour of Tokay 

Allur'd, about the Brim they play ; 

They light, they murmur, then begin 

To lick; and fo at length flip in: 
Embracing cloſe the Couple lies, . 
Together dip, together riſe ; 

You'd ſwear they love, and yet they ſtrive 
Which ſhall be ſunk, and which ſurvive. 

F 5 Such 
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Such feign'd Amours, and real Hate, 
Attend the matrimonial State; 
When ſacred Vows are bought and fold, os 
And Hearts are ty'd with Threads of Gold. 
A Nymph there was, who ('tis aver'd 


By F ame) was born without a Beard: 


A certain Sign, the Learn'd declare, 


That (guarded with uncommon Care) 


Her Virtue might remain at Ten 


W Impregnable, to Boys or Men. 


But from that Era we'll proceed, 
To find her in a Widow's Weed: 
Which all Love's Chronicles agree, 


| She wore juſt turn'd of Twenty-three 


For an old Sot ſhe call'd her Mate, 


For Jewels, Pin-Money, and Plate. 


The Dame, poſſeſs d of Wealth and Eaſe, 
Had no more Appetites to pleaſe: 


That which provokes wild Girls to wed, 
Fie 


—— lt ne er enter'd in her Head. 
Vet ſome prolific Planet ſmil'd, 


And gave the Pair a chopping Child; . 


Intitl'd by the Law to claim ' 
Her Huſband's Chattels, and his Name : ' 
But was ſo like his Mother! She : 
The Queen of Love, her Cupid he. 

This Matron fair, for Spouſe deceas 'd, 
Had ſorrow d fore, a Week at leaſt ; 


And ſeem'd to grudge the Worms that Prey, 
, Which had lain dead full many a Day. 


From 
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From Plays and Balls ſhe now refrain d, 
To a dark Room by Cuſtom chain'd; 
And not a Mate for Love or Gold, 
But the dear Hopes of two Years old. 

The Maids fo Tong in Priſon pent, 
Aſk Leave to air; ſhe gives Confent : 
(For Health is Riches to the Poor) 

But Tom muſt ſtay to guard the Door. 
In reading Sherlock ſhe'd employ 
Her Solitude, and tend the Boy. 

When Madam ſees the Coaſt is tem, | 
Her Spirits mantle and career; Ts 
Diffuſing Ardour through her Mien ; 

Pity they ſhould condenfe to Spleen 

But now by Honour ſhe's confin'd, 

Who flutter'd once as free as Wind: 
And on a Maſquerading Morn, 

By Six ſecurely could return ; 
Having, to ſeal him ſafe till Nine, 
With Opium drugg'd her Spouſe's Wine. 


voy 


This the gay World no worſe wou'd hold, 


Than had ſhe only chang'd his Gold; 
The Species anſwer' d all Demands, 
And only paſs d through other Hands. 
But Honour now preſeribes the Law, 


The Tyrant keeps her Will in Awe: - 


For Charity forbid to roam, 
And not a Chitterling at Home. 


What! a large Stomach, and no Meat! 


In Pity, Love, provide a Treat. 
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Can Widows feed on Dreams and Wiſhes, 

Like Hags on viſionary Diſhes ? 

Impoflible ! Through Walls of Stone 

Hunger will break, to fuck a Bone. 

Want oſt', in Times of old, we read, 
Made Mothers on their Infants feed; 

And now conftrain'd this Matron mild, 

To grow hard- hearted to her Child. 

Her darling Child ſhe pinch'd; he ſquawl'd; 

bp In haſte the fav'rite Footman's call'd, 

To pacify the peeviſh Chit ; 

For who but he could do the Feat? 

He ſmarting ſore, refus'd to play; 

But bade Man Thomas beat Mamma. 

She laughing, ſoon avow'd her Flame 
various Signs that want a Name. 

The Lacquey ſaw with trembling Joy, 

Gay Humour dancing in her Eye; 

And firait, with equal Fury fi, 

Began th' Attack; the Dame retir'd : 

And haply falling as ſhe fled, 

| He beat her till ſhe lay for dead: FT 

But, (with new Vigour for the Strife) 

| Soon with a Sigh returm d to Life. 


Think ye ſhe'd e er forgive her Son, + 


For what the naughty Man had done? 

She did; yet ſpited with his Pain, 
He ſounds th' Alarm to charge again. 
But, 'Squire, conſult your potent Ally, 

Whether he's yet prepar d to rally 


Ye! 


L 
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ves; Blood is hot on either Side; 

Another Combat muſt be try d. 

She knew the Foe cou'd do no more, 

Than at the firſt Attack ſhe bore ; 

So at his little Malice ſmil'd, _ 

And cry'd, Come on To pleaſe the Child. 
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Richee, Rapb, beſpoke a Neighbour, | 
Let me beg a ſingle Favour; - 
Ay, quo* Ralph, e en two or three, 
And right welcome heartily. 
| Why then, quo* Simon (ſuch he was, 
An eaſy eyen-temper'd Aſs;) 
Fou know full well my State of Life, 
Yok'd to that galling Load — a Wife. 
A Peſt confound the plaguy Name 
Her Tongue wou'd make a T yger tame: 
By all that's good, my truſty Friend. 
| I really think it has no End ; 
For ever jarring, always teazing,. » 
Not till a Moment, never ceaſing; 
Perpetuaf Noiſing in my Ears 
_ after Day, a — and Year, 


- Ive- 
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I've try d to pleaſe her alf I can, 
Done all that's in the Pow'r of Man; 
And after all (the greater Curſe) 


I really think ſhe's rather worſe, 


In ſhort, ſhe may the Maxim boaſt, 


She's of thoſe Wives that rule the Roof). 


Pve often thought, in this my Station, 


Tiexpoſe her Tongue to Law and Nation; 


To undergo the ancient Rule A 

Of Stimmington or Ducking-flool; 

And I do ſtill the Thought purſue, 

If you ſhou'd think *twill tame a Shrew. 
Why I ſhou'd think, quo Ralph, indeed, 

Since both by learned Men agreed, 

To be the Cure of Noiſe and Strife; 

No doubt but both will cure thy Wife. 


Try which you will of one and t other; 


And if one won't do ,— try the other. 
But ſoft, quo' Sim, give each their ts 

I've this to add, by way of Credit; 

Altho' her Clapper never ceaſe,. _- 

Her Fiſt and Grinders hold their "I | 


- 


For, ſpeaking Truth in both your Pralle, 
It ſeldom happens now-a-days ; 

And I've heard ſay, in Days of Yore, 
That one, the greateſt * 'loſopher, 8 


* # Socrates, rd 


' 


Why chat, quo Ralph, + 45h 4 
And to thine too, that thou haſt ſaid it: 
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A Man of Parts, and very learned, 
| Who by his Brain all Truths diſcerned ; 
Not only wed a + Termagant, 
But, both in one, — a Combatant: 2 8 
And what was more than either thoſe, 1 
(Not ſatisfy'd at Home with Blows) . 
Abroad ſhe'd pull him by the Noſe. _ 
By this, thy Wife is not the firſt, 
And, thank thy Stars, ſhe's not the worſt. 
Therefore the StooPs the fitteſt Place, 
The ſureſt Sign of her Diſgrace: 2 
But then conſider, filly Elf, 
B' expoſing her, y expoſe yourſelf. 

Why ay, quo Sim, there lies the ObjeCtion ; 
Muſt her Diſgrace cauſe my Reflection? 
Muſt I endure an equal Shame, 
When only ſhe, my Wife's to blame ? 
Rather ſhe blam'd by me alone, 
Than I be blam'd by ev'ry one. 

If fo, quo' Ralph, when &er again, 
Thy Wife begins her noiſy Strain; 
Then lay before her, this her Caſe, 
Shewing the Crime, and the Diſgrace ; 
With all the ſhameful Ills attending, 
In hopes twill make ſome ſmall amending. 

Alas! quo? Sim, you preach in vain, 
I've told her o'er and o'er again, 


+ Kantippe, 
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If ſhe'd not ceaſe, the Neighbours wou d 
Expoſe her for the public Good ; 
And ſure as half the Hearing paſt her, 
So ſure her Tongue wou'd g. gallop faſter. 
For I've obſerv'd, by often Trial, 
Her Tongue will ſuffer no Denial : 
I ſhe inſiſt that Black is White, 
My Anſwer's always— you ſay right. 
Women's Delight is fix d in Contradiction, 
Juſt as your Poet-Men delight in Fiction: 
Bid em ſay ſo and ſo, do this or that, 
Be ſure they'll do and ſay the oppoſite. 
In Truth, quo' Ralph, thy Obſervation 
good i th Law, in Church or Nation; 
Founded on Reaſon and good Senſe, 
On Truth, and long Experience : 
And what concerns thy noify Dame, 
Minds me of ſomething like the ſame. 
When I my Bargain Kate took firſt, 
Whether for better or for worſe ; | 
Her Tongue than mine wou'd ne'er go faſter, 
She was call'd Miſtreſs, and I --- Maſter. 


A while we kept thus jogging on, | ? | 


Is 


| Juſt as we quietly begun, 

Till at the laſt, Kate found her Tongue 
One Ev'ning coming Home full late, 
Up ftarts the Tongue with Miſtreſs Nate. 
Pray what d'ye mean, you ill-bred Hog, 

You flinking Beaft, you drunken Dog? 
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Muft I all Day be kept at Home, 
Mep d by myſelf here, all alone ? 
While truly you, forſooth, at Eaſe, 
Can go and come juſt when you pleaſe. 
Dye think PII lead this hellifb Life ? 
Curſe on the Stars that made me Wife ! 

Hey day ! quo I, why how now, Quean ? 
Pray what may all this Language mean? 
Muft I aſe Leave to go and come, 

And i not granted, flay at Home? 

*Tis I ſhow'd lead a helliſb Life, 

A Man can't ftir without his Wife : 

What ! art thou marry d, filly Fool, 

And knoweſt not the Marr age Rule? 

That Men and Dogs have Leave to roam, 
But Wives and Cats muſt ſtay at Home. 
Ceaſe, pr ythee ceaſe, thy noiſy Strain; 

Let me ne er hear the like again. 
With that ſhe ſwell'd her wide Grimace, 
And burſt her Venom in my Face. 

I thought in Truth, twas then high Time 
To nip the Bud before its Prime; 

Nor had I yet the Rule forgot, 

To ftrike the Iron while tis hot. 

I ſtepp'd aſide, left Madam there, 
And pull'd the Halter off the Mare. 
In this Right-hand ſecur'd her Fate, 
And in this other, Miſtreſs Kate : 
Come, come, quo I, my flurdy Jenner, 
Well try for Maſter, — win it. 


At 


7 


Procurd the Balfam for his Spouſe: 
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At firſt ſhe rode a little ruſty, 

But I laid on with Laſhes luſty ; 

5 And gave her handſomely her Hire, 

Till at the laſt Tate * 

I ſtill laid on as T begun, 3 

Buy means of which I. Maſter won, | 

And by which means, Kate loſt her Tongue. 

And from that very Tire to this, 

Rate, nor her Tongue, e'er went amiſs. 
What think you now? quo Neighbour Ralph; 

I think, quo Sim, in thy Behalf: 

And had I heard the like before, id 

I might, like thee, had Joys in Store. 

But ſtill there Hope remains however, 

| Ayd Hopes are better late than never: 

III cherefore try thy kind Receipt, | = 

With all its Exc Vencies repeat; 3 

And if I find its Virtues fave her, 3 

PII ever thank thee for the Favour. 18 
Welfare being wiſti d on either Side, 

Our Neighbour Simon homewards hy'd, 

And e' er he ventur'd to the Houſe, 


No ſooner come, and fet him down, 
But Madam Madge let looſe her Tongue; 

- Exclaiming in her uſual Note, 

With hideous Howl, and ſqualling Throat : | 

And for't no other Reaſon knowing, 

But lik'd to hear her Clack a-going. 


pleas d 
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Pleas'd with the Project, ſimp'ring Sim 
Applauds her Muſic with a Grin; | 
And, juſt as Fuel unto Fire, 

Serv'd to inflame her Spirits higher ; 

Till choak'd with Spleen, and ſpent with Rage, 
No other way her Heat t'aſſwage, 
But out it muſt, to her Di 
Revil'd him Cuckeld to his Face. 

Sim, thinking then he had withſtood 
Sufficient Proof of Fleſh and Blood, 
Refoly'd to follow Rabp}s Direction, 

And purge her Crime with due Correction: 
Naw fort, quo' Sim, while Time doth laſt, 

Since Time's no Time when Time is paſt ; 
I've long endur d thy venom'd Tongue, 

With Calumny and Slander hung; 
And when foul Words. have been my Share, 
Have hitherto return'd thee fair * 
But ſince in vain, a Way TI try, 

Its foul Defetts to redtify. | 

No more he ſaid, but out he drew 
His Friend's Receipt to tame a Shrew ; 
Prepar'd it, as it was preſcrib'd, 

And all its hidden Charms apply'd ; 
Made Madam's Manners ſtand the Teſt, 
And found the Cure — probatum eff. 
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Hateſdear's Receipt to tame a Shrew 
May ſometimes, but won't always do; 
If bare Aſſertion's not | 
The foll'wing Tale affords a Proof. 
Richard ſpy'd Fobn, and call'd out to him; 
He was ſo chang d, Fobn ſcarcely knew him: 
Once he was briſk, and gay, and merry ; 
His Eyes were Sloes, his Cheeks were cherry); 
- He us'd to laugh, and dance, and fing ; | 
Now he was quite another Thing. 
Pale were his Cheeks, his Eyes were dim; 
His Clothes too big by half for him ; 
He ſigh'd as if his Heart was broke: 
He figh'd, alas ! but ſeldom ſpoke. 
was amaz'd, and tit 
To find in Dict this ſuden Change: 
Whence could this Alteration come? 
He ſpoke 


« Is Gripe, your good old Uncle, dead?“ 
Dick anſwer d,. Ne, and ſhook his Head. 
« Why then, I'll lay my Life that Sally, 

« (You two together us'd to dally) 

Has ſent you Home a Babe to nurſe, 
« Ha! Dick?” -—Dick anſwer d, Ten * 
ilent 


to Dich, but Dick was dumb. 
. - « Poor Ball, Friend Richard, is't not ſo? 
1 Ball is elop d. Quoth Richard, © No.“ 
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Silent ſome Moments here he tarry'd ; ; 
Then, Oh 7” ſays Dich, Oh, John! Pm mar- 
c yd.“ 

« Marry'd ?“ 4,“ Say thou ſo my Boy: 
« With all my Heart I wiſh thee Joy l- | 
_* Toy does no more to me belong.” 

« How ſo?” © Oh Kate has ſuch a Tongue, 
6 She contradifts whate'er I tell her; 
© Keeps both the Keys of Purſe and Cellar ; 
Lives as ſbe lifts, but all won't do, 
« She ſnubs me loud; before Folks too; 
© And, if 1 chance to flay out late, 
© ] muſt be catechis'd by Kate. 6 
« Some Method ſhould be try'd,” ſays John, 
* Method ! quoth Dick, There is but one: 
* Acroſs our Stable bones a Shelf | 
“Thou doſt not mean to hang thyſelf?” 
Jes; Death alone muſt end my Sorrow ! 

Adieu, dear John, I die To-morrow." 
„What] hang thyſelf ? *cauſe Kate is curſt ? 
« Epad, I'd ſee Kate hang'd up firſt. | 
« Friend Dick, this Talk is monſtrous idle ! 

« Try a good Horſe-whip or a Bridle ; 

6 You find old Fobſon, in the Farce, 

“ Prevented thus domeſtick Jars; | 

« When Nell his Wife let looſe her Clapper, 

“He us'd moſt heartily to ſtrap her, 

„And by this Uſage we are told. 

« Tam'd Loverules Wife, a noted Scold : 
| &« Richard, 


: * 
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Richard, try thou one hearty Banging; - 
« If that ſhould fail, then talk of Hanging.“ 
Richard reply d, © What thou adviſe/t, N 
© Friend John, to me ſeems beſt ben 
' © Who knows, it may ſuffice, perhap, 
© Only to ſbow my Wife the Strap? 
Hes er, Til with Diſcretion deal it, 
© A Kate requires, to ſee or feel it.. | 
Here they broke off, and ſet a Trudging, 
Dick to his Wife, John to his Lodging. 
Kate was a luſty, ſtout Virago, 
Pamper'd herſelf with Soup and Sago, 
And was, the Neighbours all agree, 
A Match for two ſuch Men as he. 
Thus it appears; read but the Sequel; 
You'll find, Dick wasn't near her equal. 
For he to oba ſoon after goes, 
A Plaiſter tuck quite croſs his Noſe, 
His Face up. to his Eyes was ſwell'd, 
The ſadlieſt that you e er beheld ; 
Back, Belly, Sides, in ſhort all o'er 
The Man was ſo confounded fore, 
_ He could schen age en Touch, alt” 
And ſcarce could go without a Crutch. | | 
Mercy!“ cry'd Jahn, Whence did this hap- 
„ pen?” «4 
- Quoth Dich, © 'Twas you told me of Strapping 3 | 
And, but for following your Advice, | 
© I had been hung d, and ſcap d all this. 


© 1 


« Alack 
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© Alack a- day | why, Kate no ſooner 
Found that I was about to tune her, 


But it enrag'd her ſo, and vert her, 


« That ſhe laid hold of what came next her; 
© Stools, Tables, Sauce- ams, Plates, and Chairs, 
« Flew, thick as Hail, about my Ears. | 
« She call d me bold, rebellious Fool ; 
Ad, why ſbe marry d, but to rule ? 

© And with her Talons, and her F, 
Has ſcratch'd and bruis'd me, as thou ſec ; 
© Therefore, to ſhun all future Sorrow, 


5 . © Depend upon t, TI hang To-morrotu. 


Here John began a grave Diſcourſe: 
Art, ſometimes, triumphs over Force; 


 « Towns that by Storm would ne'er be ſhaken, 
Have by Blockade (mind that!) been taken; 


People muſt eat, Diet, elſe they die; 


. « (Firſt we affirm, and then apply ;) 


« Thus, Dick, ſhould'ſt thou withhold chat 


4 Blefling, 
« Without which Life's not worth poſleſſing, 


„ *Spite of her furious Temper, Kate 


M Wou'd, by Degrees, capitulate. 
« Only let careful queſt be made 
To intercept all foreign Aid; 


And though ſhe be a luſty Warrior, 


And thou haſt had the Luck to marry her, 
Affairs will for the better alter— - 
Take my Advice, and burn thy Halter.“ 


Richard, 
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Few Weeks were paſt, the Neighbours tell, 
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Richard, as we may learn from hence. 
no more than lit'ral Senſe, * 
Reply d, Don art a Simple-tony | 
© told thee, Kate keeps all the . 
© Therefore tis vain what you obſerve ; 
© Not jbe, bet 7 am Bile e. ra 
« I mean,” —ſaid John, — and whiſper'd low, © 
But what, we could not juſt then know. N 
Howe'er, you'll doubtleſs, by th' Event, 
Along with us, gueſs what it meant. 


Ere Dick had play'd his Part fo well, 
That, for the Future, Kate abhorr'd 

To lift her Hand againſt her Lord ; 
Inſtead of thund'ring Words, they hear 
What Time dye pleaſe to dine my Dear? 
If Dick but point towards the Door, 
Kate knows the Hint, nor waits for more. 


Things in their proper Courſe go on, 


And Dick in Raptures runs to * 


— 1 
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A TALE. 


— uod * non prodeſi, fuge querere. 
ET him, who takes.a Beauty to his Arms, 


— 


Like her not worſe, if al! admire her 
| . | 


Charms. 
0 The 
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The Wretch who does a haggard Beldam wed, 

In Hopes to reign unrival'd in his Bed, | 

Is like the Niggard, who provides ſuch Meat 

Himſelf abhors, that others may not eat. 

Foſlin, a Hind of Matrimonial Make, 

Did ſmiling Sally for his Help-mate take. 

The F els his _ and Pleaſure, her's the 
Houſe, 

The Flocks his. Care „ 
. Cows. 


Eau their Labours, equally they low d; 


That both were plear'd, their mutual Fondneſs 


prov'd. 

One gloomy Day, he, mowing his neos, 

Studious ſurvey'd each Feature in the Glaſs: 

This beetle Brow, he ſaid, can Sally like ? 

This Length of Chin ſo nice a Damſel ſtrike? 

Can ſhe be true to ſuch a Swain as me? 

Fair, and yet chaſte ? oh! it can never be. 
Curſt Jealouſy, the Bane of nuptial Joys, 

Like Nut-bred Maggots, the ſweet Frait de- 

ſtroys. | 
Frantic at laſt, he to his Sally goes, 
And does his agonizing Fears diſcloſe : | 


Haſt thou been falſe (he cry ) the Truth de- | 


clare, 
I'd rather know the worſt of Truths than fear: 
I from my Soul forgive dear Sally, ſpeak. 


Thus urg'd, the Fair with Tears _ Silence 


break : 


Vor. II. 9 Once, 


. Fl © 
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Frigheful to others, hated by himſelf. 


122 The Fool 18 Ix v. 


Once, deareſt ( twas but once, and for thy Bake) 
I did the matrimonial Contract break. 4 


The handſome A (you 10. the Fair was 
gone) 1 
A Viſit made, ALAS cine, 


Smooth was his Tongue, and he, 2 
dreſs d, | 


My trembling Lips with eager Kiſſes peols'd. 
EKiſſes, nor Drefs, nor his ooh Tougtc vew's 


move 


My faithful Heart to Deeds of lawleſs Love, 
Raalte ?. he faid— Since Courtſhip cannot puny 


A Favor may be ſpar d— 1 muſt difltrain.— 


Sighs bed my Breafl,| I wept— No Ak F 


Tears; 
_ me with Love, TA: Arras, 


Strong the Temptation, and our Sex is frail; 


4 Yet Ia ce did; not H; antonneſs, prevail, s 
Show'& ae, I thomght, diſmantle our ſweet F arm, 


Pleaſure, ont RaFa, wou'd leſs my Joſin Harm. 

Forgive your Sally then, and ne er upbraid ;_ 

Here's the Receipt in full— our Rent is Pe 
Penſive he mus'd on what his Sally faid, 


And to himſelf this wiſe Reflection made: 
* Suſpician none but marry'd Fools perplar, 
Who curious ſearch for what, when known, will 


Dex. 


e de ehe chose an ugly Ei, 


cer 


The Fool isn InNquisy. 
Cou'd Jealouſy poſſeſs a Man fo wiv'd ? 
And yet this Wretch his Hecatiſſa ſhriv'd, 

Tell me, but tell me true, haſt kept thy Vows ? 
Or dignify'd thy-lawful Huſband's Brows ? . 
His crooked Rib reply'd,— Some for Delight, 

Their worthleſs Huſbands dub, and ſome for 
Spite. 
I knew thee wicked— for thy Soul I fear'd ; | 
That Cuckolds go to Heav'n, I oft had heard, .: 
So aſk'd a hundred, but not one cou'd find, 
(Till Tom the Tinker came) wou'd be ſo kind. 
Nor wou'd ray Paſſion the coy Rogue relieve, 
Unleſs our old Braſs Kettle I wou'd give, 
Regret not, what's decreed, ye Sons of Earth; 
The Ram, or Bull, preſided at your Birth 
Fated to Horns— but here the Difference lies, 
Fair Sally ſells, what Hecatiſſa buys. 
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Ye Huſbands, who have gotten Wives, 
Te Bachelors without em, 
If you wou'd lead contented Lives; 
Neer plague your Heads about em. 
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If Wamen once are given to change, 
If Love a Freak has ſent em, 
In Spite of all your Care they'll range ; 
Not Argus can prevent em. 


G 2 The 
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* The Foults, which they hevs Wit to hide, 
Can never diſcontent you. 
The Fealeus they will ne er abide : 

Den take em as they're ſent you. 


Z 6 
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ODGE held a Farm, and ſmil'd content, 
While one Year pay d another's Rent: 
But if he ran the leaſt behind, 
Vexation ſtung his anxious Mind : 
For not an Hour would Landlord ſtay, 
But ſeize the very Quarter-day :— 
How cheap ſoe er, or ſcant the Grain, 
Though urg'd with Truth, was urg'd in vain : 
The ſame to him, if falſe, or true; 
For Rent mut come when Rent was due. 
Vet that ſame Landlord's Cows and Steeds 
Broke Hodge's Fence, and cropt his Meads. 
In Hunting, that ſame Landlord's Hounds, 
See ! how they ſpread his new-ſown Grounds! 4 &-. 
Horſe, and Man, alike o'er-joy'd, | 
Wulle half the riſing Crop's deſtroy d: 
Yet tamely was the Loſs ſuſtain'd —— 
'Tis ſaid, the Suff rer once complain'd ; 


The 
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The Sguire laugh'd loudly while he ſpoke, 
And pay'd the Bumkin—with a Joke. 

But luckleſs ſtill, poor Hodges Fate — 
His Worſhip's Bull has forc'd a Gate, 
And gor'd his Cow, the laſt and beſt; 
By Sickneſs he had loſt the reſt. 
Hedge felt at Heart, Reſentment ſtrong ; 
The Heart will feel that ſuffers long. 
A Thought, that Inſtant, took his Head, 
And thus, within himſelf, he ſaid; 
If Hodge, for once, don't fling the 'Squire, 
The Village poſt him for a Lyar. '— 
He faid ;—acroſs his Shoulder throws 
His Fork, and to his Landlord goes. 
I come, an' pleaſe ye, to unfold 
What, ſoon, or late, you muſt be told. 
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* My Bull has gor'd your Worſhip's Cow. — 

"Tis known what Shifts I make to live — 

Perhaps your Honour may forgive. 

Forgive!“ the Squire reply'd, and ſwore, 

Pray cant to me, forgive, no more. 

„The Law my Damage ſhall decide, 

And know that I'll be ſatisfy'd.”— 

— Think, Sir, Pm poor, poor as a Rat' — 

—* Think, I'm a Jusricz, think of that / 

Hodge bow'd again, and ſcratch'd his Head, 

And, recollecting, archly faid, 

Sir, I'm fo ſtruck, when here before ye, 

* I fear, Te blunder'd in the Story: 
| G 3 Fore 
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© *Fore George / but I'll not blunder now ; 
© Your's was the Bull, Sir! mine the Cow! 
His Worſhip found his Rage ſubſide, 
And, with calm Accent, thus reply'd : 
« PII think upon your Caſe To-night— 
But, I perceive, tis alter d quite /”— 
Hodge ſhrugg'd, and made another Bow, 
And pleaſe ye ! who's the Jusrick now ?' 


The MoR AL. 


On the ſame Caſe what diff*rent Lights are 


thrown, 


When thought another's, and when thought our 


own | 


The Rich full born the Needy to enſlave'!— 


cr7 * 3 
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ITH Temper, that made Cats great, 
Hedge bore, nor murmur'd at, bis Fate, 


Oft, as at.Work, and oft in Bed, 
Theſe were the Thoughts that rack'd his Head : 


1 My Landlord's Fortue how immenſe 


C His 1 more than Hodges Pence. A 
© Nor 
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Nor Sorrow has, nor Cauſe for Sorrow; 
He lives to Day, nor dreads To-morrow. 
Some are to ſink, and ſome to thrive; 
« Sure he's the happieſt Man alive!“ 
But what Friend Hodge affirms, we doubt ; 
Is Blifs conſiſtent with the Gout? _ 
The Juſtice, tipling with the Vicar, 
Is ev'ry Night diſguis'd in Liquor: 
If ſober, not the Gout ſo bad; 
For then he thinks, and then is mad. 
His Thoughts, when cool, ſhould Hodge be told, 
Twou'd make him ſpurn that Trifle, Gold. 
This Wealth, for which the World careſs, 
« How vain, how impotent, to bleſs ! 
« Without the Pow'r to ſleep or eat, 
«© I'm Juſtice, Squire, and Wretch compleat ! 
« This Foot's intollerable Pain 
« Has try'd a thouſand Drugs in vain ; 
And what Preſcription can appeaſe 
« This Mind's incurable Diſeaſe? . 
There's Hodge — (and yet he envies me) 
« O! to be half fo bleſt as he 
But Scenes are ſhifting ; Fever ends 
An Uncle's Life ; a Farm deſcends 
To Hedge: And now he ploughs no more 
The Land his Worthip leas'd before; 
No Crop deftroy'd, no Rent to pay, 
He lays up Subſtance every Day. 
The Juſtice, on his prancing Mare, 
Attempts a Gate, ſhe throws him there: 

| G 4 There, 
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There, at the Gate the Bull came through, 

When Hedges Cow he gor d, and flew. 

From whence the whiſp'ring Neighbours know 

What caus'd this fatal Overthrow. 

The rofy Vicar, next came by, 

And found him with a broken Thigh. 

"Tis ſet — in vain! — it .mortifies ! — 

The *Squire before 'To-morrow dies. 

His Daughter's call'd — an only Child — 

A Girl of Parts, or had been {ſpoil'd. 

Daughter! I'm going ! — don't repine ! 

But lead a better Life than mine 

Of all my Crimes, none ſting me more, 

Than Injuries I've done the Poor. 

O ! promiſe me, before theſe Friends, 

To make that injur d Hodge amends ! — 

At more, with fault'ring Tongue, he try'd, 

But fetch'd a dreadful Groan, and dy'd, — 

His Corps, when decently interr'd, 

The dying Charge to Mind recurr'd ; 

4 Yes! III fullfil this laſt Requeſt ; | 

« (Quoth Patſey) but what Method beſt? 
„ Suppoſe, (her Heart began to ſay) | 

©, Suppoſe twere done the nuptial Way? — 

«© No doubt, but I might flaunt for Life, 

« A glitt ring, and a wretched Wife. 

« Though Hodge has little, I have Store, 

«« What mod'rate Pair wou'd wiſh for more? 

« By bearing well his adverſe Fate, 

His Merit claims a happier State. 


« An 
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« An honeſt Heart, in Nature's Veſt, 

«© Will make a rural Virgin bleſt ! 

« And Hodge is young, and tall, and ſtrait, 
Of gentle Blood, though ſmall Eſtate. 

« His Father loſt, with juſt Applauſe, 

« His Fortune in his Country's Cauſe.” 

She ſaid, and for the Farmer ſent, 

And gave ſuch Hints of what ſhe meant, 
That ev'ry Eve for half a Year, 

He came with neither Shame nor Fear : — 
He came; — but ſeldom went away 

Till Midnight, or the Dawn of Day. — 
The Morn was fix d; — the Knot was ty'd ; — 
Hodge to the Manſion leads his Bride; 
Succeeds the *Squire in Lands and Store ; — 

And clothes, and feeds, the neighb'ring Poor, 
And 'tis the univerſal Cry, 

Earth hold, and want him long the Sky / 


the Monat. 


If Blifs for Bliſs till paſs'd, and Wie for Mos, 
The Lot of moſt were equal, e en below : 
Which State the beſt, en Reaſon ſprings a Daubt, 
The Rich with Anguiſh, or the Poor without ? 
Or if a-while apparent N. rongs obtain, 
The virtuous Mourners, and d erjey d the Vain, 
Oft ev/n on Earth, the ſhifted Scenes we view, 
Vice meets its own, and Worth enjoys its due, 
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Farmer once to London went, 

To pay the worthy Squire his Rent: 
He comes,—he knocks, —foon Entrance gains, 
Who at the Door ſuch Gueſt detains ? 

Forth ſtruts the Squire, exceeding ſmart, 

% Farmer, you're welcome to my Heart: 

C You've brought my Rent then? “ To a Hair.“ 
% The beſt of Tenants, I declare.” 

The Stew'rd was call'd, th' Accounts made even, 
The Money paid, Receipt was given. 

% Well, quoth the "Squire, now you ſhall ſtay, 

* And dine with me, old Friend, Ta-day : 

c Pve bere ſome Ladies wondrous pretty, 

« And pleaſant Sparks, Il war'nt will fit thee.” 
He ſcratch'd his Ears, and held his Hat, N 
* And ſaid, no Zur, two Wards to that. 

© For look, dye zee, when Ixe do dine, 

© With Gentlefolks zo cruel fine, | 

« Tee uſe to make (and tit no Vonder) 

In Deed, or Ford, zome plag'y Blunder ; 

© Zo, if your Honour will permit, 

« PI] with your Zervants pick a Bit. 

« Pho,” ſays the Squire, © it ſhan't be done,” 
And to the Parlour puſh'd him on. 


„ 
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To all around he nods and fcrapes, 
Not Waiting-maid or Butler ſcapes; 
With often Bidding, takes his Seat, 
But, at a Diſtance, mighty great: 
Tho' often aſ d to draw his Chair, 
He nods, nor comes an Inch more near. 
By Madam fſerv'd, with Body bended, 
With Knife and Fork, and Arms extended; 
He reach'd as far as e'er was able, * 
To Plate, that over-hung the Table: 
With little Morſels cheats his Chops, 
And in the Paſſage ſome he drops: 
To ſhew where moſt his Heart inclin'd, 
He talk'd and drank to John behind. 
When drank to in the modiſn Way, 
Vr Love's ſufficient, Zur, he'd ſay : 
And to be thought a Man of Manners, 
Still roſe to make his aukward Honours. 
Fu n the .. grfp dap year Sit 
ce ting,” 

* No, no, he cries,. Zur, "is nat fitting ; 
© The I'm no Scholard, var d in Letters, 

* { knaws my Duty to my Betters.” 
Much Mirth the Farmer's Ways afford, 
And hearty Laughs go round the Board. 
Thus the firſt Courſe was ended— well ! 
But at the next ahl what befel. 
The Diſhes now were timely plac'd, 
And Table with freſh Lux'ry grac'd, 


When 
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When drank to by a neighb' ring Charmer, 
Up, as was uſual, ſtands the Fe armer. 

A Wag, to carry on the Joke, | 
Thus to his Servant ſoftly ſpoke ; 

« Come hither, Dick, ftep gently there, 

& And pull away the Farmer's Chair.” 
"Tis done, his Congee made, the Clown 
Draws back, and ſtoops to fit him down; 
But by Poſteriors over-weigh'd, 

And of his truſty Seat betray'd, 

As Men at Twigs in River ſprawling, 
He catch'd the Cloth to fave his falling. 

In. vain—— ſad Fortune! down he's wallow'd, 
And rattling all the Diſhes follow'd. . 

The Foplings loſt their little Wits, 

The Ladies ſquall'd, ſome fell in Fits. 

Here tumbled Turkies, Tarts, and Wigeons, 
And there minc'd Pies, and Geeſe, and Pigeons, 

A Pear Pie on his Belly drops, | 
A Cuſtard Pudding met his Chops. 

Lord ! what ado *twixt Belles and Beaus ! 
Some curſe, fome cry, and rub > RAG OY 
This Lady raves, and that looks down, 
And weeps and wails her ſpatterd Gown. | | 
One Spark bemoans beſpatter d Waiſtcoat, 

One, rot him, cries, he's ſpoil'd my lac'd Coat. 
Amidft the Rout, the Farmer long ö 
The Pudding ſuck d, and held his Tongue. 

At length he gets him on his Breech, 


And ſcrabbles up to make his Speech, 


Fut 
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Firſt ſcrapes Eyes, Mouth and Noſtril twangs, 
Then ſmacks his Fingers, and harangues. 
« Plague tapt—ie teld ye how 'twou'd be, 
Luci here's a Pickle, Zurs, dye ſee ? 
And ſome, I'll warr nt, tat makes this Chatter, 
-* Have Cloathers daub'd with Greas and Batter, 
« That cot He had gone on, but here 
Was ftopt at once in his Career. 
“ — Peace, Brute! be gone,” the Ladies cry. 
The Beaus exclaim, Fly, Raſcal, fl. 
« PII tear his Eyes out, ſqueaks Miſs Dolly, 
&« PII pink his Soul out, roars a Bully,— 
At this the Farmer ſhrinks for Fear, 
And thinking twas ill tarrying here, 
Shabs off, and cries, © Ay / kill me then, 
] bene er you catch me here again.” 
So Home he joggs, and leaves the Squire 
To cool the Spark and Ladies Ire. 
Thus ends my Tale, and now Pl try, 
Like Prior, ſomething to apply. 

This may teach Rulers of a Nation, 

Ne'er to place Men above their Station; 
And this may ſhow the wanton” Wit, 
That whilft be bites he may be bit, 
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| Ws egued, Dick, at Night at Rene: 
What moſt directs theSoul in 
Much was advanc'd, both pro and cor, 
| But nothing was refolv'd upon; 
More cool this Morn, for thinking better, 
Tve hit the Cauſe, and ſend this Letter. 
| Philoſophers, who ſearch to find 
1 What with moſt Power ſways the Mind, 
1 May ſafely all conſent to this, 
That Prejudice that Tyrant is: 
For juſt as that directs the Sight, 
Juſtice ſeems Wrong, and Wrong feems Right; 
Firmly tenacious to a Thought, 
As firft by Prieft or Nurſe we're taught. 
But not to rhyme in learn'd Eſſay, 
In familiar doggrel Lay, | 
To clear this Matter I'll not fail, F 
And thus I ſend an humble Tale. | 
As you to Chichgſter go down, 
In Suſſex Roads there Gand: a Town, 
Where you wou'd think the diſtant Church 
Had left its Pariſh in the Lurch; 
For all who'd hear the Parſon preach, 
Muſt walk a Mile the Church to reach: * 
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And what was worſe, ſome Years ago, 

All were oblig'd to trudge quite thro? 

A long Lane, dirty, ſtiff with Clay, 

Becauſe there was no other Way. 

Hence thoſe who wou'd not Nags beftride, 

Or thoſe who had no Nags to ride, | 

Often in Winter had the Luck, * 

In miry Rut, to be faſt ftuck ; | | 

And while one Foot they rais'd with Pother, 

Deeper and faſter ſunk the other: 

To the Lane's End from its Beginning, 1 

Was one continued Scene of Sinning; 

For, tho' from Praying come, all fore ; 

Loud as they ſung their Pſalms before, | 

| The ſober Clerk cou'd not forbear—— 1 

Sometimes, — it made the Parſon ſwear. 
Thus had this miry toilſome Lane 

A conſtant Pariſh Nuiſance been ; 

From Sire to Sire, from Son to Son, 

All curs'd the Way, yet kept it on : 

Till a new Vicar did perſuade, 

That a new Path-way might be made, 

On which the People clean might 

And leave the miry Slime below. 

A Veſtry's call'd, and all agree, 

To have the Path made inftantly. | | 
Now, without Labour, Pain or Toil, _ If 

They trip it o'er the gravell'd Soil; | 

Without ſplaſh'd Cloaths, or dirty Feet, 
The Lads appear all trim and neat : 
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The Laſſes no Heart-Achings know, 
For the white Coat or red-heel'd Shoe : | 
But clean along the old Way's Side, | ; 
Each ſeems a Bridegroom or a Bride. 

You'd think that al! wou'd leave the Lane, 
And to the Dirt prefer the Clean. 
Ay, furely—— What a Thought you ve had 
He who'd deny it muſt be mad. 
—Yet one there was within the Town, 

Call'd Hodge, a headſtrong ſtubborn Clown, 
| With miry Boots, and Coat high girt, 
Would {till trudge thro? the ancient Dirt. 
Trudge thro' the Dirt, Sir! What Pretence ® 
*Tis en againſt all Common Senſe. 
What ſeems gainſt Common Senſe to you, 
He thought to Reaſon ſtrictly true: 


For when once jeer d at by a Friend, 
Who clean on the high Path did go, 
He did his Folly thus defend, 
And ſurly anfwer'd from below, 


As long as I remember can, 
«Nay, paſt the Memory of Man, 
Our Fathers, and their Fathers too, 
This very dirty Lane went thro? : 
And ſurely, Tom, you muſt agree, 
Our Fathers were as wiſe as we; 
As well as we they cou'd have laid 
Their Gravel, and that Path-way made L DI 
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« But thro' this Lane they took their Rout, 
And had their Reaſon for't no doubt. 

« Altho' their Reaſon's now unknown, 

« Yet ftill our Duty ſhou'd be ſhown : 

For ſwerving from our Father's Rules, 

« Is calling all our Fathers Fools 
This Prejudice in me you name, 

In you it is the very ſame: 

The only Diff'rence I'll unfold, 

* Your's is for new Things,— mine for old. 
Therefore let no Diſpute be had, | 
« F think your Way, you think mine bad, c 

t I fay you're Fools, you ſay I'm mad. 

But ſay, my Friends, whate'er you will, 
I'll keep my Senſe and Humour ſtill; 

« Still trudge the old paternal Way, 

« Stick in hereditary Clay ; 

© Not turn a Madman to be clean — 
Keep you your Path, and I my Lane,” 


. The MoratL. 


But as a Tale we never ſend, 

' Without a Moral at the End; | 

To ſhew that we have ſomething meant, 

Left you mayn't ſee't———That's all that's int. 

Pd have you know my Suſſex Clown, 

The Picture is of ſome in Town. 

For all whom Prejudice can ſway, 

ho re led by that in a wrong Way, . 
| Hirn 


\ 
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Firmly tenacious to their Will, 

Phd in paternal Folly till : 

The fair plain Truth they ſee, yet hate, 

And Errors keep in Church and State ; 

Like ſacred Oracles adore em, 

Becauſe—— their Fathers did before em. 
Thus all, who flri# to ancient Rules, 

Prove mere hereditary Fools ; 

Whether to Patriots they reſort, 

Or Penſion have, or Place at Court. 

Whether they think it maſt their Glory 

o be firm Whig, or firenuous Tory; 


Or. if bieh-flown "hr Church they fickle, 
rg rail with Zeal *gainſt Conventicle : 


Or if, Non-Cons, they fire the People, 
With pious Hate, againſt a Steeple : 
All 'who paternal Faults admire, 
Deum from his Grace to humble Sguire; 
From's Lordſhip in Cathedral Stall, 
To Maſter plain at Salters-Hall ; 
All in their Way muſt be confeft, 

| To be mere Hodges at the beft. 
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Dame JANE; or, the Penitent Nux. 
AC IR: 
From La FONTAINE. 


Nun there was as Primroſe gay, 
And form'd of very yielding Clay, 
Who long had reſolutely ſtrove 
To guard againſt the Shafts of Love ; 
Till Cupig whiſp'ring ſoft the Fair, 
Her piods Vows diſſolve in Air: 
The ſtolen Sweets ſhe now wou'd ſmother ; 
In vain, in vain, poor Ferny's made a Mother. 
Theſe youthful Pranks at length giv'n o'er, 
Sighing, ſhe cries, I'll fin no more ; 
No more become Man's ſenſual Prey, 
But ſpend in Prayer each fleeting Day. 
Lo! in her Cell ſhe weeping lies, 
Nor from the Croſs once moves her Eyes ; 
While Siſters, tittering at the Grate, 
Paſs all their Hours in wanton Prate. 
The Abbeſs, over-joy'd to find 
This bliſsful Change in Fenxy's Mind, 
With Face en- the Girls addrefling, 
Ah Daughters! if you hope a — Bleſking, 
From righteous Jane Example take; 
The World, its Pomp, and Joys forſake ! 
Ah,— ſo we will,— cries ev'ry Nun, 
When we — as righteous Fane have done. 
TEAGUE'S 
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RRA ! dear Joy, fave all your Faces, 

I make much Reverence to your Graces ; 
You ſeem to wonder who you've got here, 
Teague's own dear ſelf, the brave Bog-trotter. 
P've rid o'er Seas, indeed, on Foot, 

My Nation's Quarrel to diſpute ; 


And come by Chance on this Deſign, 


Myſelf alone, with all the Nine. 

Think not my Iriſb Crambo cramp, 
Becauſe it wants your courtly Stamp ; 
There's half your Muſes now in Vogue, 


All ri but they lack the Brogue. 


We're charg d by ſome (a Cenſure how hard!) 
With Names of Blunderer, Cheat, and Coward : 
When (whatſoc'er vile Rumour bellows) 
We're quite another Sort of Fellows. 

Firſt then, to ſecond my Aſſertion, 
And clear my Country from Aſperſion, 
We're from the Charge of Blunders freed, * 
For few of moſt can write or read. 
Some Faults are found in wiſer Skulls, 
The Pope (Luck bleſs him) has his Bulls. 
Then from Impoſture too we're clear, 
Becauſe we ne'er were yet ſincere. 
And how can Cheat be that Man's Due, 
Who ne er pretended to be true? 

| For 
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For Cowardice and ſuch Bravadoes, 
In taking Kicks and Baſtinadoes, 
With which we're tax d the Charge 
Good lack ! we never fight at all. 
Our Heroes that at Figg's “ conteſt, 
Cut Noſes only off in Jeſt, 

Thus have I now difplay'd my Senſe, 
And made, in ſhort, a long Defence. 
The Iriſh Orator, in Fame | 
Like that old Greek, with the hard Name, 
Demoſthenes, I thin there's few know 


His Chriſtian Name no Matter, you know. 


Your Worſhips may perceive Apolle's . 
Good Grace, has made me born a Scholar. 
Indeed my Father (hapleſs Lot) 

Dy'd ſince before I was begot. 

And Books, to which I make Pretenſions, 
I learnt all by my own Inventions : 

My Grammar ſoon did underſtand, 

And knew that Domus was my Hand; 
Next Propria Maribus did enter, 
Quæ Genus, and my As-preſenter : 
My Caſe and Perſon both could ſeek, 
And write my own fair Mark in Greek, 
I know the Letters all by Sight, 

Tho' I've by Name forgot em quite. 
Seven Sciences do my Art excel, 
Indeed, but I ſeven Stars can tell: - 


A noted Prize-fighter, 


muſt fall, 
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Some ſtronomy can half explain, 
The three great Bears and Charles's Wain: 
Can tell when Year Biffextile leaps, 
nr 
1 know all *loſophy in Part, 

Can ſay my Almanack by Heart ; 


| And count within one Hour or two, 


What Clock is by it at firſt View. 

I'm fit at *verſity for Fellow, 

To take Degree of ſome Bookſeller; 

Perhaps Prize-hghter, or high Stations, 

Where I may ſiſt mine own Relations. 

St. Patrick's Beard! if &er I riſe, Man, 

I'll make my Siſter ſome Exciſeman. + 

I long to exerciſe my Talent, 

Laugh much, and dreſs like any Gallant. 

Seeking Preferment, I'm the oddeſt, 

 Arra, my Nation is ſo modeſt ! 

The moſt of us, when we come hither, 

Can get &en nothing, and that neither, 

But e're I'd beg my Bread, for Money, 

Myſelf would aſk the King's brave Honey. 

What! ſuch great Learning have and ſtarve on't, 
Ay! no indeed I've done your Servant. 


SAUNEY 


WO Men, one Voriſbire, bother Seat, 


Saunty the SCOT. - 
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What were their Names it matters not ; 

Heedleſs of wet and windy Weather, 
Friendly jogg'd on the Road together : 
And to make Journey ſeem more eaſy, 
In Politics were mighty buly ; 

Till Night extends her fable Wings, 

And Storms and Darkneſs with her brings ; 
When not a Town nor Cottage nigh, 
Nor Moon nor Star can they deſcry ; 


But pattering 


Hail comes down by Buſhels, 


And Cloud with Cloud now thund'ring juſtles: 
Long had they thus in woful Plight, 
Contented borne the Frowns of Night ; 

Long had they trudg'd through thick and thin, 
(For not a Glimpſe of Light was ſeen 
Till to their Joy and great Surprige, 

Yorkſhire at length a Chimney ſpies ; 

The Stars appear, the Storm now over, 

An antique Sign they ſoon diſcover, 

At which both caper'd high to think 

Of briſk Wood-fire and potent N 

Says Sauney, with a pleaſant Grin, 


Y, W_— 6 Weel worth your bonny By, 


. 
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« For au my Sol Mon as twa Brether, 
& In fike like caud ond waeful Weather, 
4 We'll be by Ondreu's Crooſs as merry, 
As Lairds are o'er a Cup of Sherry.” 
So to the Door in Haſte they go, 

A Houſe of Trade, good Uſage too 
The Hoſteſs, who was fat and jolly, 
Roger her Man, and Daughter Dolly; 
Half-wak'd to th' Window run undreſt, 
For they had long been gone to reſt; 
Wond' ring who *twas that came ſo late, 
With loudeſt Clamour cry, who's that ? 


Whom Scotchman anſwer d full of Wrath, 


« Me Name is Sauney o the Noarth, 

« Odfwarbit ope the Heck neu ſtrait, 

« Gin I hant Eal, I'ſe gang nae Gate.” 
Yorkſhire mean time ſtood mute as Fiſh, 
In ExpeRation of his Wiſh ; 

_ Whilſt Landlady in Haſte put on 

Her Petticoat but ne'er a Gown ; 


Calls then half dreſt her Man and Daughter, | 


Deſirous both to know the Matter. 
But as confus'd i th Dark they roſe, 
Dolly put on her Sweetheart's Hoſe, 


' * "The Courtſhip all the Pariſh knows: 
And without Cap, in Haſte came down, 
Her Gown pinn'd cloſe, for Smock ſhe'd none; 
— Whilſt after Oaths and Execrations, 
The Bent of looſe unbridPd Paſſions; 
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Roger at laſt, though ſlow of Foot, | 
Without his Stockings or his Coat, 
Appears courageous as A Hero, 
As grim as Hercules or Nero: 
And whatſoe'er this ſtrange Alarm is, 
Swore Z --= ds he'd ſtand it vi & arms. 
With that all arm'd, Hodge with a Rope, 
Miſtreſs took Broom, and Doll the Mop; 
And to the Door run in great Pother, 
Firſt Doll, then Man, and laſt the Mother; 
Where Sauney's Phiz and Highland Gear, 
Diſcover'd ſoon th' Effects of Fear, 
In Dame's Poſteriors, and her Daughter, 
Who ſent down copious Streams of Water ; 
Whilſt Roger, moſt renowned Chief, 
Stood trembling like an Aſpine Leaf. 
As haughty Victors, Scot and Crony, 
Enter'd the Houſe ſans ceremonie ; 
Where Landlady her Ills redreſſes; 1 
(For Vent both Grief and Fear ſuppreſſes.) 
And Doll blows up a rouſing Fire, 
Which makes her Coats more ſweet and dryer, 
Then brings out what their Houſe afforded, 
With Compliments moſt finely worded : 
„Gentlemen, fall to, pray never ſpare, 
„Fit for a King, I vow and ſwear: 
Nice Hock of Bacon; cold Grey Peas; 
* A brown Bread Loaf; beſt Su’ Cheeſe; „ 
« And as much Drink, Sirs, as * pleaſe.” 


Vol. II. H Scarce 
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Scarce had ſhe curt'ſied, and gone back, - 
Ere Sauney's Thoughts were on the Rack, 
How the whole Hock he might obtain, 
By Dint of Fiſt or Dint of Brain; | 

Whence ſoon aroſe high Words and 
That often end in Kicks and Cuffing : 

So had this prov'd to ſome one's Coft, 
Had not the Hoſteſs rułd the Roaſt ; 
And reconcil'd this rangling Couple, 
By Arguments, and Reaſons duple: 

Then forthwith ſhe propos'd, Nem. Con. 
That it for Breakfaſt ſhould be won, 

By him that had the better Dream 

In her unbrib'd and wiſe Efteem : 

Both now were pleas'd, the Conteſt ceaſes, 
And Scot gives Hoſteſs Store of Kifles ; 

While Yorkforre hugg d Doll like a Devil, 
In Spight of Hodge his envious Rival. 

To tell the Courſe of each Amour, 

How ſtruggl'd one, how t other ſwore, 

Would only ſerve to tire my Mule, 

Without juſt Reaſon or Excuſe: 

In ſhort, delighted with the Jeſt, 
They both betook themſelves to reſt; 

But ſcarce well had they got to Bed, 

Ere Yorkſhire faſt aſleep was laid: 

Whilſt Sauney's Eyes ſhun'd all Repoſe; 
Nay even caſual Wink or Doſe : 

Reſtleſs he lay in heavy Taking, 


Nor thought of ought but Hock of Bacon ; 
'Length 
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Length up he got and ſearch'd the Dairy, 
Ranſack'd each Shelf till almoſt weary ; 

When in a Diſh the Hock he ſpies, 
Secure from hungry Mice or Flies : 
So to't he fell, and made great Slaughter, 
Nor e'er ſaid Grace fore Meat or after: 
And when he'd done ſtraight up he goes, 
With gentle Pace on bare Tip-toes ; 
Creeps into Bed, there ſtudying lies 
What Tale *gainſt Day-light to deviſe : 
And now the Morning bluſhing roſe, 
Sauney pulls Yorkſhire by the Noſe, 
Who wak'd therewith, turn'd, toſs'd, and tum- 
bl'd, | 
Broke Wind, then rubb'd his Eyes and grum- 
bl'd, 
Whom Sauney, in his native Tone, 
« Aſk'd what his Thoughts had gaen upon ? 
«© What Dream he'd had to win the Prize?” 
Who anſwer'd ſoon with half-ſhut Eyes; 
Methought, quoth he, from Earth below, 
© To Heaven I went midſt Lord knows who; 
Cherubs and Seraphs in bright Station, 
But not fo much as one Relation c 
Was there; nor Scot ſince the Creation.“ 
Be th' Laird, fays Sauney, thilk you've tauld, 
Is lik mi ean for aw the Warld; 
« I thought I kenn' d ye gang i'th' Cleud, 
<« But wotted not if bad or geud: 
Wy « Whilk 
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„ Whilk Way o'th' twa he's gaen quo I, 
<« He'le ne be hungry nor a dry; 
« Ond gin he is, or I'm miſtaken, 
ce He'le ne come back for Hock of Bacon, 
** Sae 1 erhfbire Sbled yeur Onger ſtem, 
« For I &en neu have kedg'd my Wem, 
* Ond for yeur Breakfaſt e'en gae Heam, 
Or be content with thilk ſeam Dream.” 


Yorkfhire roſe ſtrait with angry Brow, 
To tell his Tale to Dame below : 
Who, when ſhe heard the Caſe related, 
And the whole Matter clearly ſtated, 

. Laugh'd heart'ly at the Biter bit, 
* prais d the Scotchman for his Wit. 


E——_— — 
The B ROOM. 
A TALE. 


IR Jobn, to large Eſtate the only Heir, 
- His Mother's Hope, her 15 ebe aid her 
Care, 
„Not ſuffer'd from his Mamma's Sight to roam, 
But kept to Novels and to Plays at Home ; 
Fill'd with romantick Love began to ſigh, 
Thought he muſt love, but knew not what, nor 


wh 
* Still 
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Still he read on, and ſtill encreas'd his Flame, 

And found that each Knight-errant had his 
Dame: 

What ſhould he do alone without a Fair? | 

Juſt at the Nick o' time, with wond'rous air 

Suſan with Broom was ſweeping down her Stair, J 

Sir John was ſmitten with a pleas'd Surprize, 

And ſaw imaginary Charms ariſe ; 

New Beauties at each Look their Sweets diſ- 
cloſe, 

Here the white Lilly, there the bluſhing Roſe : 

In ſhort — to Suſan he reveal'd his Love, 

Which the coy cunning Gypſy did improve, 

Till with Intrigue he ſtole his fatal Curſe, 

To Suky ty'd for better and for worſe. 

Soon marry'd, the ſucceeding Honey-moon, 

As it too often proves, was over ſoon ; 

He views his Wife, not as he view'd his Maid, 

The Lillies vaniſh, and the Roſes fade ; 

Diſcords, (as Diſcords will in Marriage riſe) 

From Morn to Evening fill the Houſe with Noiſe : 

Her Ladyſhip, to hinder Wars to come, 

Renews the Operation of her Brom; 

The Knight too late convinc'd by aching Side, 

She who could bruſh his Stairs, could bruſh his 
Hide, | 


H3. D. 
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ET modern Sadduces declaim on, 
Nor care to own a Cacodemon ; 


Be Gobblins, Elves, and Apparitions 
The Sport of Infidel-Phyſicians ; 

Let philoſophic Pedants grin, 
And, in preſumptuous Sort, begin 

To muſter up whate'er they can ſay 

Of mere Illuſion, — Strength of Fancy, — 


Notions imbib'd in 
And groſs Deception of our Senſes ; 


Theſe are, we know, the 
But, ah ! — how 


Long Prejudice, — and early Fears, — 


r Years, — 


grand Pretences : 
groundleſs, giddy, vain, 


The folPwing Story will explain. 

Tis certain Fact, though coarſely told: 

The Matter, prithee, Muſe, unfold. 

One Day, an honeſt Farmer went 
(Roger by Name) to pay his Rent: 


The Bumkin in his very 


beſt, 


As prim as any Quaker dreſt, 
Did, with a booriſh Kind of Pride, 
Sure-footed, ſturdy Brock beſtride. 
His Fob replete with glitt"ring Pence, 


Gave him an Air of Confidence: 
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But yet it griev d the Gaffer ſore, 
To think, how ſoon the precious Ore 
Muſt for his Landlord be ſecur'd, 

By that inſatiate Leech, the Steward: 


The Thought een pierc'd him to the Heart; 


But deareſt Friends, alas! muſt part. 
He jogg'd along, and ſhook his Head ; 
And to himſelf thus fighing ſaid. — 


Relentleſs Landlords ! — fure, O ſure, 


If half the Ills that we endure, 

To you were once but rightly known, 
To us ſome Mercy wou'd be ſhewn ; 
' You wou'd not ſeize upon the Spoil, 
The Product of our endleſs Toil ; 

Nor thus engroſs the annual Gains 

Of all our great, inceflant Pains. 

But, ah ! ye little know the Care, 
The laviſh Life, the flender Fare, 
The coarſe Conveniences, the Croſſes, 
The vaſt Expences, various Loſſes, - 
To which poor Farmers are expos d: 
Were this but thoroughly diſclos'd, 

You wou'd not, ſure, fo ill requite us, 
Nor with foul Pettifoggers fright us. 
But — we muſt ſtrive to be content; 


Prove honeſt Men, — and pay our Rent: 


Then ſhall we need to fear no Evil, 
Nor dread to face the very Devil. 


He ſpoke ; — with harneſs'd Heel then ſpur d 
Poor Breck, and made him grunt and gurd, 
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But hold, — to hinder raſh Reflection, 0 
P'll obviate here a ſmall Objection. | TAIT 
You'llwonder, till you've been acquainted, 2 
Why Reger ſeem'd ſo diſcontented: 
But, let my courteous Reader know, 
This happen'd many Years ago; — 
When Lawyers, an infernal Band ! 
Like Locuſts, overſpread the Land; 
When Pride and Luxury the Realm, 
And gen ral Want, did overwhelm ; | 
When Trade was low, and Taxes high, 
And Britain ſcarce had one Ally. 

"Tis Odds (though not to one quite twenty) 
That, had he ſeen theſe Times of Plenty, 
And been our bleſt Cotemporary, | 

Hodge had not ſeem'd in ſuch Quandary. 
At length, arriving at the 'Squire's, 

He for his Landlord ftraight enquires, - 
Diſmounts, and gives the Horſe ſome Hay, 
And tow'rds the Houle then takes his Way. | 
Into the Steward's Hall he's led; | ++ 

Where, though not o'er-genteelly my l 
Hedge to the Bailiff makes a Bow, x 440? 
As nicely as he well knew how. 4 
(The cringing Beau and lawleſs Rake, 
To Ruſtics ſhou'd Allowance make.) 
This done, — the fumbling, lab'ring Lout 
The loaded Leathern-purſe hugs out ; 
Empties the glitt'ring, ſplendid Store, 
Which with great Care is counted o'er, — 


S. - . 
« . 4 
— 
- 
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The Steward gives him a Receipßt; 
The Cook, his Belly full of Meat: 
Nor does the jolly Butler fail 


To bring in Jugs of nappy Ale. 
Hodge ſmoak'd his Pipe; and, freely drinking, - 
Forgot his Purſe had quite done chinking. 
By Fellow-farmers now beſet, 
(Upon the like Occaſion met) | 
With them he falls into Diſcourſe, 
Tells 'em where Beſs and Star took Horſe ; 
For Seed-corn, what one made him pay; 
And how he ſold laſt Market-day : — 
Talks of manuring, plowing, ſowing, - 
Of harrowing, rowling, reaping, mowing : 
What Management does'Good, — what, . ; 
And how he had improv'd his Farm. 
Quite merry, he proceeds to quaff, 
And oft ſets up a loud Horſe-laugh ;* 
With roaring Voice eſſays to ſing, 
And grows as happy as a King. 
Now, — now, — he's almoſt overcome 
"Tis now high Time to think of Home. 
He riſes, — takes his Leave of all; 
And tries to ſtand, — but fears to fall: 
Then, bending tow'rds the Block his Courſe, 
From thence he mounts upon his Horſe. . 
Alone he budg'd ; — for, 'lack-a-day ! 
The reſt all gang'd a diff*rent Way, 
And yet he went not quite alone; 
As in the Sequel ſhall be ſhewn ; * 
H 5 | For 
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For one got up, — you'll quickly find, — | 
(By him though unobſerv'd) behind. 

Now, on he jogs, with great Content, 
Rejoic'd at having paid his Rent ; 

But, having partly got his Load, 

In an unſteady Manner rode ; 

Lean'd this Way, that Way, backward, for- 
ward, oe 

Nor deem'd it proper, now, to ſpur hard. 

For, though he were not fairly fuddled, 

Hodge felt himſelf a little muddled. 

Pot-valiant grown, couragious Roger 
Thought, he could make a ſpecial Soldier; — 
Valu'd no Mortal of a Louſe; — and 
Of Foes could kill, — at leaſt, a thouſand. 


But all- this Valour nought avail'd him : 
Alas'! — his Courage quickly fail'd him. 
Though ſtrongly arm'd with ſtout October, 
A hearty Fright ſoon made him ſober, 
And chas'd away the drowſy God, 
Which, now and then had forc'd a Nod. 
For, paſling o'er a dreary Green, 
Where dreadful Spectres had been ſeen, 


{ (By crazy Coxcombs half aſleep,) | 


Poor Roger, Sideways, chanc'd to peep. 
This he no ſooner dar'd to do, 

But O ! — he ſaw, — ('tis very true;) 
He ſaw — a ſad, tremendous Sight, 
That caus'd his Hair to ſtand upright : 
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A Sight! — that well nigh made him ſwoon ; 
So clearly ſhone the ſplendent Moon. 
He ſaw — a ſhocking Kind of Shade, — 
(I mean not that his Body made ; 
For O! beſides, he ſaw another,) 
That made him tremble, quake, and ſhudder. 
Softly he turn'd his Head ; — and then, 
He look'd, — and turn'd, — and look'd again. 
The Man was in a muck-wet Sweat, 
To think of what behind him fat; 
And wonder'd, in the Name of G—d ! 
What rueful Creature with him rode, 
Which caſt — (he horribly ſuſpected,) 
The monſtrous Shade he ſaw projected, 
Himſelf he bleſſes ! — and, at length, 
Reſuming Courage, Senſe, and Strength, 
He o'er one Shoulder glanc'd : — but O 
What Horror did he undergo, 
When plainly thus reveal'd to Sight, 
He look d upon th' infernal Spright ! 

And now, forſooth, to make appear 
The Cauſe of all this panic Fear. 
Know then, there was, where Hodge had been, 
Though ne'er before by Roger ſeen ; 
I fay, — there liv'd, at this ſame Hall, 
A Thing, that Men — a Monkey call. 
(For great Folks then, all muſt allow, 
Odd Fav'rites had, as well as now.) 
To pleaſe the Lady, Pug was kept; 
And he, to pleaſe himſelf, had leapt — 


(The 
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(The mimic Brute, 'with hideous' Mien, ani A 
Damſels oft do the ſame, had ſeen,) erte on 
Behind poor Roger, on the Horſe: | 
Of what enſu'd, — this, this, the Source. 
Let's now return to that ſame Wight, 
We left in ſuch a-woful Plight. | 
At Sight of this tremendous Monkey, * 
How he did ftare! — and O — how ſt—nk he * 
For ev'ry Time the poor Man ſtarted, 
It ſeems, he ſomewhat more than f- rt- d. 
Hodge ne er had ſeen (nor had his Wife, ) 
So ſtrange a Thing in all his Life. 
And, having once of this foul Imp's 
Uncouth Grimace receiv'd a Glimpſe ; 
4 At this firſt Interview, (O fad !) 
| That Roger, and the Monkey had, : 
'F Hanck-hack-cack-keck, the Goblin cry d, 
And grin'd in griſly Sort beſide. 
3 O.]! — how did then the poor Man pant, 
| How mend his Pace! — ſays he, Avaur! / 
= Satan, avant! — thee I reſiſt ! 
| (He ſpoke, — and felt himſelf bepiſt.) ak 
3 Aud do thou, Satan, — from me — HE, 
Satan, auaunt ! — I thee — de, — © 
| Thee I— defy — then let me go 4-1 $88 | 
Jam, — as all — my Neighbours know, © 
= A righteous Man, — and good Pſalm-finger | 
Nor long — to pay my Rent — ber linger. 
Beginning now to feel the Spur, 
Brock gallop d with th wrong Foot before: 
# | And 
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And Pug around poor Roger's Neck, 
Claſping his Paws, cry'd, — Hack-hack-keck. 
( Self. preſervation i is, by Nature, 
The Bent of ev'ry living Creature: 
'Tis common for the worſt of Elves, 
T' endeavour to ſecure themſelves.) 
The Farmer 'frighted worſe than ever, 
All o'er, like Aſpen Leaf, did ſhiver. 
And he, who lately did fo goſter, 
Strove now to ſay the Pater Nofter. 
Like Culprit mounted on the Ladder, 
Stamm'ring ſays he, — Our Fa- fa- Father, 

' Which art — in Ha-ha- Heaven, — (Oh? 
Satan, avaunt ! and let me go;) 
Hall-ha-ha-hallowed be thy Name : 1 
(To drink ſo much, — I was to blame.) 

Thy King — thy Ke-ke-Kingdom come : 

(O! that — I were but ſafe — at Home 1) 
Thus pray'd poor Hodge, and Home ward hy'd, 

Thus Pug, with hack-hack-kech, reply'd ; 

And held him by the Farmer faſt : 

Who (Heav'n be prais'd) got Home at laſt. 
Reger forthwith began to roar, — 

Open, dear Wife, at once, the Door ; 

Male haſte ! — make haſte ! — or m undone : 

Joan came, as faſt as the cou'd run. 

She ſtar'd to ſee that Monſter, Pug, 

So cloſely thus her Huſband hug, 

Thus hang behind, like any Knapſack, 
And in ſuch horrid Sort his Chaps hack. 


0 


| 55 In troth, he well might weep and wail, | | 
To ſee his Boſom-Friend turn tail. 


4 
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O come, and belp, fweet Wife ! — O bie thee ! 
Says Hodge, — Sa-Satan, I defy thee ! os 
With goggling Eyes, and ſcreaming Tone, 
And I defy thee too, — ſays Jaan 

Nay, — and to let the Dev'l in, loath, 
Straight flams the Door, and with an Oath, 
Adds, — Faith ! and I defy you bath. 

Alas ! — Misfortune on Misfortune ! — 

In vain does Hodge his Wife importune, 

That in ſuch Need ſhe'd not forſake him: 


But e' en for her the De'il might take him: 


What, what muſt now of him become ! 


- Arriv'd (but O! not ſafe) at Home. 


He got, as well as he was able, — 

He knew not how, — into the Stable; 
Accomp'ny'd by his foul Familiar ; 

Nor ever, in his Life, look'd fillier. 

O dear ! — what muſt the Man do now ? 
He ſobs, and ſtares, and kens the Mow ; 
To ſcramble up the Cratch then ſtrives: 
Fear gives him ne, and Satan drives. 
Unhappy Hedge / — think what you liſt on "ty — | 
Joan prov'd a moſt unkind Aſſiſtant. 


- 1 OP 


Ofer Head in Hay, now forc'd to creep; — 
Yet could not cry himſelf aſleep : 

But watch'd, and pray'd, and quak'd all Night, 
And thought of nothing but the Spright. 


Thus, 
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Thus, weltring in his Muck, he lay; 

And long'd moſt ardently for Day. 

Mean while, the dire, tremendous Stranger 
Lodg'd harmleſs underneath the Manger. 

The welcome Morn arrives at laſt : — 

And early comes, in Murrain-haſte, 

A truſty Servant from the *Squire's ; 

Who, for eloping Pug, enquires. 

For one, forſooth, had call'd to mind, 

He'd ſeen him flily mount behind 

Poor, honeſt Hodge : — Pug, oer and o'er, 
The like had practis'd heretofore ; 

And, near the Block, it ſeems, th' Enchanter 
Happen'd, that Night, incog to ſaunter. 
But who'd ha' thought this grim Gallant 
Wou'd &er ha' prov'd fo complaiſant, — 
Been thus diſpos'd fo far to roarf, 

And wait upon the Farmer Home ? 

In ſhort, — (though I muſt own, my Metre 
Both ſhorter might ha” been, and ſweeter ;) 
The *Squire his Monkey had again, — 
Roger got rid of all his Pain; - 

Was really frighted more than hurt, 
Requir'd, with Shame, a cleaner Shirt: 
And as himſelf he went to mixen, 
Curſt all the Way the vagrant Vixen, 


| | 
| 

| 

8 
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The K1ss repay'd. 


A TAL E. * 


8 Reger with his Tug: was walking, 
Smiling full blithe, and gayly talking, 


E 


Sir Jobn, an am'rous Knight, paſs'd by, 


And chanc'd on Fug to caſt his Eye ; 
And, with her native Beauty pleas'd, 
The ruſtic Huſband thus addreſs'd : 

Hail, honeſt Friend ! why, odds my Life, 
You've got a wondrous pretty Wife 

If you'll permit me one ſmall Favour, 

To kiſs her once, I mean, and leave her, 
Whene'er you chance to meet my Dame, 
You ſhall be welcome to the ſame. 

Quoth Roger, if that's all you crave, 
Your Worſhip freely has my Leave. 


The Knight ſtept up without Delay, 


Kiſs'd her, and walk'd content away. 
Some few Days after this, in Haſte, 
As o'er the Meadows Roger paſt, 


HFlis gentle Friend, Sir John, he ſpy'd, 


My Lady tripping by his Side ; 
He bow'd, and tho' his Mouth did water, 
Paſs'd on, and mention'd not the Matter. 


* See another Veen of this Tale, Pape 17. 
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The Knight then ſpying him, ſays, Friend, 
To Promiſes I always ftand, 
See here, my Wife at your Command, 
The Clown approach'd and kiſs'd the Dame, 
Then fir'd with more than uſual Flame, | 
He went, and to himfelf thus ſaid, Ay 
Since the Good Knight ſo well has paid 

His Promiſe, Troth, I had much rather 
He'd gone with Fug a little farther, 


The Maw-WarLoP. 
BEING, a *: "0 . N * 


A rare Receipt, quite ſealding new, 
To make a Meſs of French Ragou. 


| By the 2 sf N Cook. T 
UST-after you've din'd, take a Diſh, that 


= large, . | 

And into't, ' what you have juſt eaten, diſ- - 
charge; 

Then get all the reſt that are at the Table, 

To ſpew in the ſame, as long as they're able. 

Let 'em ſtrain very hard, till all is brought up, Fd 

For the more Spew there is the better the Soup. 
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Break the Ain undigeſted, and thick-clotted 

Strain all thin? a Handkerchief, ſnotty. with 
Snuff. 

5 Add a Pint or a Quart of tough, yellow Phlegm, . 

From a Cough that is rotten, hauk'd up with 
a—Hem |! X | 

Then a Pint of ftrong Liquor from very ſore 


5 
Beat up, in a Diſh, with a few rotten Eggs. 
: Stew theſe in a Bed-pan, juſt warm from a Bum, 
And ftir it about with your Finger and Thumb. 
Then, to this Decoction, put the Spices that 
follow z— - 
Some Cloves, newly taken from Teeth that are 
hollow ; ; 
Some Scabs from a ſcald Head, —ſome Sweat from 
the Toes,.— 
Some Quids from the Mouth, — and ſome Plugs 
from the Noſe. 
But, firſt, the Scabs moiſten, and the Quids, and | 
the Plugs, 


** With the Juice of ſore Eyes, and the Liquor of 


Vin an Onion, pull'd from a ſore 
Ear,— | , 
Corruption and all,— if it is not too clear. 
Then, add Cabbage-Leaves taken off from a 
Bliſter; 
Wich a large liquid Stool, — by a Clyſter. 
| Then, 
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Then, put in the Pipe, that is juſt taken out,. — 
If beſh-t, tis the better, and ſtir it about. 


And, inſtead of your Lemons, and Oranges Se- 


ville, 
Squeeze in a Child's T-rd, that has got the King's 
Evil. f 
But, — if you wou d have it exceedingly nice,. 
Add, of Ear-Wax an Ounce, from the Head 
threeſcore Lice. 
And ſtill an Improvement is made to the Diſh, 
If you add thereunto a few Bits of proud Fleſh, 
But a few fine frum Peas, newly ſqueez'd from 
old Iflues, 
By all is agreed, make it vaſtly delicious, 
And if you wou'd have it ſtill thinner than this, 
Dilute, to your Taſte, with a little Cat's Piſs. 


— 


1. 


Where's the Pok ER 
K TA 


H E Poker loſt, poor Suſan ſtorm'd, 

And all the Rights of Rage perform'd ; 
As ſcolding, crying, ſwearing, ſweating, 
Abuſing, figitting, and fretting, 
Nothing but Villainy and Thieving; 
Good Heavens ! what a World we live in! 


«« Tf 


— 


- 
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&« If I don't find it in the Morning, 

Ill ſurely give my Maſter Warning. 

«© He'd better far ſhut up his Doors, 

„Than keep ſuch good-for-nothing Whores; 

<< For whereſoc'er their Trade they drive, 

„We vartous Bodies cannot thrive.” 

Well may poor Suſan grunt and groan ; 

Misfortunes never come alone, 

But tread each other's Heels in Throngs ; 

For the next Day ſhe loſt the Tones : 

The Salt-box, Cullender, and Grate, 

Soon ſhar'd the ſame untimely Fate. 

In vain ſhe Vails and Wages ſpent 

On new ones for the new ones went. 

They'd been (ſhe ſwore) ſome Dev'l or Wucht in 

To rob and plunder all the Kitchin. ea ; 

One Night ſhe to her Chamber crept, 

(Where for a Month ſhe had not ſlept, 

Her Mafter being to her ſeeming 

A better Playfellow than dreaming) 

Curſe on the Author of theſe Wrongs ! 

In her own Bed ſhe found the Tongs, 
(Hang Thomas for an idle Joker!) 

And there, good lack ! ſhe found the Poker, 

With Salt-box, Pepper-box, and Kettle, 

And all the culinary Metal. 

Be warn'd, ye Fair, by Suſan's Croſſes, | 

Keep chaſte, and guard yourſelves from Loſſes ; 3 

For if young Girls alight 3 in kiſſing, 

No wonder that the Poker's miſſing. 


THYRSIS 


[ 1653) 
TRVYRSIS and DAPHNE. 
A TA LE. 


HYRSIS, the Darling of the Fair, 


And Daphne every Shepherd's Care, 
To mutual Joys did Love ordain, 
And either wore the other's Chain, 
Their Breaſts with pleaſing Tumults toſt, 


All Thoughts in Thoughts of Love they loſt ; 


Each Hour grew fonder than before, 

And ev'ry Moment doated more, 

In Groves, whoſe Verdures baniſh Day, 
In Grotts, where trembling Echoes play ; 
In Arbrets, green with frequent Shade, 
Beneath the ſpreading Mulb'ry laid ; 


Or on Brook-Margins, ſtrew'd with Flowers, 


They joy'd to paſs the ſilent Hours: 

The ſilent Hours, the Brooks, the Groves, 

Recorded their unalter'd Loves. | 
There is an Hour, by Fate aſſign'd, 

When Nature works on Beauty's Mind ; 

A Seaſon, lucky to perſuade, 

A Moment, when the chaſteſt Maid, 

That feels of Love the melting Pains, 

Yields to the Laws, by which he reigns : 

Nor watchful Guards, nor Bars of Steel, 

Nor Cloyſters rais'd by Papal Zeal, 


=. 
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Can ward the charming Virgin's Doom, 

When once her Hour of Bliſs is come. 

Such was this charming Virgin's Fate, 

And ev'ry Nymph finds foon or late: 

From Thyr/is' Eye in vain ſhe ſtrove 

To hide the Longings of her Love ; 

He ſaw her Paſſion in her Face, 

And ſtrain'd her in a ftrict Embrace. 
Behold him claſp'd in Daphne's Arms, 

The lovely Spoiler of her Charms 

Abandon'd to his fierce Deſire, 

He lies, and trembles to expire : 

When Ol] cry'd ſhe, my better Part 

Kind Inmate of my faithful Heart 

O give not yet Deſire its Sway 

Soul of my Eyes, my Thyrfis, wont 

Entranc'd together let us lie; 

Together, Thyr/is, let us die | 

Wich ſweet Surprize the Shepherd wie” 

Pray'rs in ſuch ſoft Diſtreſs preferr'd; 

And tho' Love gives but ſhort Delays, 

And, travers'd, from his Channel ftrays ; 

Yet with thoſe melting Whiſpers preſt, 

That ſhudder'd to his inmoſt Breaſt, - ' 

He ſtrove obedient to refrain, 

And cheek'd the prefling Joy with Pain. 
What Pictures now his Mind employ, 

In this delightful Pauſe of Joy 

What Fhoughts the Soul of Thyr/is. rais'd 

A Moment on her Eyes he gaz'd; 
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A Moment ſooth'd her kind Complaint, 
And languiſh'd in the ſtill Reſtraint. 
At length indulgent Nature ſwayd 
To equal Warmth the tender Maid : 
The tender Maid began to waſte, 
The Meſſengers of Love made Haſte : 
Ah! now, my blooming Boy ! ſhe cries, 
Ah! now, my Life] thy Daphne dies ! 
And I the keen Impulſe obey, 
Replied the Youth, and died away. 
Thus the fond Pair reſign'd their Breath, 
And dy'd a tranſient am'rous Death ; 
| Returning Life they counted Pain, 
And wiſh'd and ſigh'd to die again. 


" - 
* 


M1ss in ber Teens. 
A TALE. 


Nymph of Fifteen that had often been chid, 
By her Siſters more grave, for the Faults 
that ſhe did; 

For rumpling her Manteau that late had been 
try'd, 

For her Bodice unlac'd, and her Stockings unty'd. 

By Nature quite careleſs, and merry and wild, 
Was reſolv'd to be treated no more like a Child. 


Quoth 
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| Quoth the firſt, © 'tis - « Shams . lee 
© a-bed, 

« TI your Heels kick'd aloft, and as high as 
your Head; 


To lie tumbling and toſſing above, while the 
Pot 


«© Ts ſet on for the Tea, and the Water half hot, 


© NoPray'rs are repeated, nor Chapter once read, 


From Twelve when you riſe, till Twelve when 
© to-bed: 

« With romping Companions delighted to prance, 

© You mind neither Needle, nor Sermon, nor 
« Dance. 


At Pam, or at Cribbage, you trifle your Ham, | 
© Aﬀeep till paſt Ten, and at Night at All-fours. 
- © Pray Bet, let your Age in your Wiſdom be ſeen, 

For Maids ſhould * to look wy at Fif- 


© teen.” 
With that ſhe took Fire, VF ran up to "Ta Glaſs, 
Admiring her Shape, and her Air, and her Face; 
Well pleas'd with her Beauty, her * ant 
Size, 


85 much e. a Woman' 8, her Neck and her 


yes; 
And, thinking herſelf full as wiſe as the bel, 
Half pleag'd and half mad, mus her Siſters ad- 


C | dreſt : 


© Whate'er your 3 is, you envy your Betty, - 
For being ſo gay, and ſo young, an pretty; 


1 g ** ; » Be- 
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© Becauſe I am fairer and younger than you, 

Is the Reaſon you call me ſo often Miſs Pruz, 

« My blooming bright Charms do your Beauties 
« diſgrace, _ 

And your Quarrel is not at my Folly, but Face. 

« Muſt a body for ever be jumbled up Stairs, 

And be ſcolded away to one's Bobbins and 
« Pray'rs ? 

To read a good Book, cnrkoge loſe a good 
6 Meal, 

© As if one was born to do nothing but kneel? 

To hum o'er a Chapter, be call'd from a Dance, 

And, for Piety's Practice, throw down a Ro- 

© mance? 

And then I'm call'd Child, little Betty, and Miſs, 

As if I had ſtill my wax Baby to kiſs ; 

© Tho” perhaps I may know, well as other F olks 
© can, 

© The Cheeks of a Doll from the Lips of a Mu: 

© For, according as Nature has faſhion'd the Skull, 

« Some are wiſe at Fifteen, ſome at Fifty are dull. 

Then you, Madam Mary, and you, Mrs. Kate, 

Pray ſpare your Reproofs, for they now come 
© too late. 

To be grave as yourſelves I ſhall never deſpair, 

Having Wiſdom enough, and a little to ſpare.” 

With that they turn'd tail, and ſtrait ſhut to the 
Door, . 

Conſulted their Glaſs, and chid Betty no more. 


Tow T1. x hk | The 
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194} M TALE 


8 O ME Huſbands, on a Winter's Day, 
Were met to laugh their Spleen away. 
As Wine flows in, and Spirits riſe, 
They praiſe their Conſorts to the Skies. 
Odedient Wives are ſeldom known, | 
Yet all could anſwer for their own ; 
Acknowledg'd each as Sovereign Lord, 
Abroad, at Home, in Deed, and Word : 
In ſhort as abſolute their Reign, as 
Grand Seignior's over his-Sultanas. 
For Pride or Shame to be outdone, 
All join'd in the Diſcourſe but one, 
Who, vex'd ſo many Lies to hear, 
Thus ſtops their arrogant Career: 
Tis mighty ſtrange, Sirs, what you ſay, 
What! all ſo abſolutely ſway 
In England ! where Italians wile, 
Have plac'd the Woman's Paradiſe ? 12 
In London ! where the Sexes flower, | 
HFlave of that Eden fix'd the Bower ? 
Fie | Men of Senſe to be ſo vain, 
You're not in Turky, or in Spain, 
True Britons all; I'll lay my Life, 
None here is Maſter of his Wife, 


P — 


Theſe 
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Theſe Words the general Fury rouze, 
And all the Common Cauſe eſpouſe; 
Till one with Voice ſuperior ſaid, 
(Whoſe Lungs were ſounder than his Head) 
I'll ſend my Footman inſtant Home, 
To bid his Miſtreſs hither come ; 
And, if ſhe flies not at my Call, 
To own my Power before you all, 
I'll grant Pm henpeck'd, if you pleaſe, 
As Sh——4, or as Socrates. 
Hold there—replies th* Objector ſly, 
Prove firſt that Women never lie ; 
' Elſe, Words are Wind to tell you true, 
I credit neither them, nor you : 
No, we'll be judg'd a ſurer Way, 
By what they do, not what they /ay. 
I'll hold you ſeverally that boaſt, 
A Supper at the Loſer's Coſt, 
That if you'll but vouchſafe to try, 
A Trick VII tell you by-and-by ; 
Send ſtrait for every Wife quite round, 
One Mother's Daughter is not found, 
But what before her Huſband's Face, 
Point blank his Orders diſobeys. 
To this they one and all conſent, 
The Wager's laid, the Summons went. 
Mean while he this Inſtruction gives, 
Pray only gravely tell your Wives, 
Your Will and Pleaſure is t' invite 
Theſe Friends to a BoiPd Pig to-night. 
es The 
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The commoner the Trick has been, 

The greater Chance have you to win: 

The Treat is mine, if they refuſe, 

But if they boi it, then I loſe. 
The firſt, to whom the Meſſage came, 

Was a well-born and haughty Dame; 

A ſaucy independent She, | 

With Jointure, and with Pin-Money ; 

Secur'd by Marriage-Deeds from Wants, 

Without a ſeparate Maintenance, 

Her Loftineſs diſdain'd to hear, 

- Half thro", her Huſband's Meſſenger, 

But cut him ſhort with— how dare he, 

_ *Mongſt Pot-Companions, mention me? 

He knows his Way (if ſober) home ; 

And, if he wants me, let him come.— 
This Anſwer, haſtily return'd, 

Pleas'd all, but him whom it concern'd ; 

For each one thought his Wife on Trial, 

Would brighter ſhine by this Denial, 

The ſecond was a Lady gay, 

Who lov'd to viſit, dreſs, and play; 

To ſpark it in the Box or Ring, 


And dance on Birth-Nights for the King 


. Whoſe Head was buſy wont to be 
Wich ſomething elſe than Cookery. 
She, hearing of her Huſband's Name, 
Tho' much a Gentlewoman, came; 
When half inform'd of his Requeſt, 
A Diſh, as he deſir d it, dreſt ;— 


Quoth 
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Quoth Madam, with a ſerious Face, 
(Without enquiring what it was) 
You can't ſure for an Anſwer look, 
Sir, do you take me for your Cook ? 
But I muſt haſte a Friend to ſee, 
Who ſtays my coming for her Tea. 
So ſaid, that Minute out ſhe flew ; 
What could the ſlighted Huſband do? 
His Wager loſt, muſt needs appear, 
For none obey that will not hear. 

The next, for Houſewifry renown'd, 
A Woman notable was own'd, | 
Who hated Idleneſs and Airs, 

And minded Family-Affairs; 

Expert in every thing was ſhe, 

At Needlework, or Surgery : 

Fam'd for her Liquors, far and near, 

From richeſt Cordials to Small-Beer : 

To ſerve a Feaſt ſhe underſtood, 

In Engliſh or in Foreign Mode. 

Whate'er the wanton Taſte could chuſe, 

In Kickſhaws, Sauces, or Ragous:: 

She ſpar'd for neither Coſt nor Pain, 

Her welcome Gueſts to entertain. 

Her Huſband fair accoſts her thus : 

To-night theſe Friends will ſup with us. 

She anſwer'd with a Smile, my Dear, 

Your Friends are always welcome here. 

—But we deſire a Pig, and pray 

You'll boil it ;— Boil it! did you fay ? | 
I 3 I 


— wo. — 
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I hope you'll give me Leave to know 
My Buſineſs better, Sir, than ſo. 
Why, ne'er in any Book was yet 
Found ſuch a whimſical Receipt : 
My Drefling none need be afraid of, 
But ſuch a Diſh was never heard of. 
PII roaſt it nice, but ſhall not boil it, 
Let thoſe, who know no better, ſpoil it. 
— Her Huſband cry'd, for all my Boaſt, 
I own the Wager's fairly loſt : 
And other Wives, beſides my Love, 
Or Fm miſtaken much, may prove 
As chargeable as this to me, 
To ſhow their Pride in Houſewifry. 
Now the poor Wretch that next him ſat, 
Felt his own Heart go pit-a-pat ; 
For well he knew his Spouſe's Way, 
Her Spirit brook d not to obey ; 
She never once was in the Wrong— 
He told her with a trembling Tongue, 
Where, and on what, his Friends would feaſt | 
And how the Dainty ſhould be dreſt. 
—To-night, quoth (in a Paſſion) ſhe? - , - 


No Sir, To-night it cannot be: | 


And was it a bid Pig you faid ? 

You and your Friends are ſure run mad. 

Tue Kitchen is the proper Sphere, 
Where none but Females ſhould appear ; 

And Cooks their Orders, by. your Leave, 

b from Miſtreſſes receive. 


Boil 
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Boil it! was ever ſuch an Aſs ? 
Pray Sir, what would-you have for Sauce ? 
If any Servant in my Pay, © 
Dare dreſs a Pig that filly Way, 
In ſpite of any Whim of yours, 
I'll turn her quickly out of Doors. 
For no ſuch Thing (nay, never frown) 
Where I am Miſtreſs, ſhall be done. 
Each Woman wiſe. her Huſband rules; 
Paſſive Obedience is for Fools. 

This Caſe was quickly judg'd ; behold 
A Fair One of a ſofter Mould ; 
Good Humour ſparkled in her Eye, 
And unaffected Pleaſantry: 
So mild and ſweet ſhe enter'd in, 
Her Spouſe thought certainly to win : 
(Pity, tuch golden Hopes ſhould fail) 
Soon as ſhe heard the appointed Tale, 
My Dear, I know not, I proteſt, 
Whether in Earneſt or in Jeſt, 
So ſtrange a Supper you demand, 
Howe'er I'll not diſputing ſtand, 
But do it freely as you bid it, 
Prove but that ever Woman did it. 
—This Cauſe, by general Conſent, 
Was loſt for want of Precedent. 

Thus each deny'd a ſeveral Way: 
But all agreed to diſobey. 

One only Dame did yet remain, 
Who downright honeſt was, and plain, 
I 4 If 
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If now and then her Voice ſhe tries, 
*Tis not for Rule, but Exerciſe. 

Unus'd her Lord's Commands to light, 
Yet ſometimes pleading for the Right. 
She made her little Wiſdom go 
Farther than wiſer Women do. 
Fer Huſband tells her, looking grave, 
A roaſting Pig I boiPd would have; 
And to prevent all Pro and Con, 

I muſt inſiſt to have it done. 
Says ſhe, my Deareſt, ſhould your Wife 
Get a Nick-name to laſt for Life ? 

If you reſolve to ſpoil it, do; 

But then I hope you'll eat it too. 

For, tho? *tis boil'd to hinder Squabble, 
I ſhall not, will not, ſit at Table. 
She ſpoke, and her good Man alone, 
Found he had neither 4% nor won. 

So fairly parted Stakes ; the reſt 
Fell on the Wag that caus'd the Jeſt, 


« Would your Wife boil it? let us ſee :” 


Hold there, you did not lay with me. 


*- You'll find, in ſpite of all you've boaſted, 


Your Pigs are fatted to be red. 
The Wager's loſt, no more contend, 
But take this Counſel from a Friend: 
Boaſt not your Empire, if you prize it, 
For happieſt he who never tries it; 
Wives unprovok'd, ſtill beſt obey, 
And that you'll find the fafeſt Way. 


But 
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But if your Spouſes take the Field, 
Reſolve at firſt to win or yield; 
For Heaven no Medium ever gave, 


Between a Sovereign and a Slave. 


. 3 | — — — IC __— 
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The ConTEST, 


A Lonpon EcLocvsx, in Imitation of 
the Seventh Paſtoral of Virgil. 


Fecundi calices quem non fecere diſertum. Hor, 


Eneath a Tun, whoſe vaſt capacious Sides, 
Glit'tring with Gold the drunken God be- 
ſtrides, 

Beneath this Tun two jolly Songſters lay, 
And with a genial Bowl chas'd Care away : 
Both Sons of London, both alike inſpir' d 
With Rival Arts, and Thirſt of Glory fir d: 
Reſolv'd before an Umpire to conteſt, 
Who could the longeſt ſing, and ſing the beſt: 
Tom Piper, warbling Charmer of the Street, 
Next to the Tun, as Umpire claim'd his Seat. 
Thither, by. Chance or Fortune led aſtray, 
Unknowing where I rov'd, I took my Way: 
My Way of them I aſk'd ; — but with a Smile 
Piper reply'd, — Pray, Sir, fit down a while; 

| 3 ; Be 
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Be free from Care, as you are free from Harm, 

And though our Hut is homely, it is warm: 

Stay till the Crowd from out the Streets are gone, 

Then reel majeſtic home, for all the Street's 
your own : 

But leſt unhappy you again ſhould ſtray, 

Fack with his friendly Torch ſhall lead the Way. 

What cod I do? — Nor Sue nor Phillis nigh 

To guard my Pockets with obſerving Eye : 

What cou'd I do ? — Silence the Swains invoke. 

In ſhort, I riſk'd my Safety for a Joke. 

To ſing alternately the Rivals choſe, 

Chauntclear theſe Rhymes rehears'd, and Raucus 
thoſe. 


CHAUNTCLEAR, 

* ZEg:idian Nymphs, in Cells or Garrets hear: 
Inſpire my Theme, and make my Muſic clear: 
Next Warbletini let me be profeſs'd, 

For you'll all own that he can ſing the beſt: 
But if my wild Ambition ſoars too high, 
Aiming to graſp at Immortality, 

For ever I reſign my tuneful Taſk, 

And hang my String of Ballads on the Caſk. 
| RAvucus. 

1 Heckleian Youths, inſpire my riſing Mind, 
With Wreaths of Juniper my Temples bind: 
Though Warbletini may deny me Praiſe, 

My Wreath's as hohour'd as if made of Bays : 


* A poetical Epithet for Sr. Giles's, + Of Hockley in the. 
Hen, | "3 | This 
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This Chaplet ſhall protect me from his Tongue, 
Leſt by ſome ſecret Charm it mar my Song. 
__ CHAUNTCLEAR., 

This filken Handkerchief which here I wear, 
(My firſt Reward for ſinging at the Fair) 
I offer, Warbletini, to thy Shrine, 
To ſpeed my Song, and make my Notes divine: 
Each Nymph ſhall Warbletini then adore, 
Admire thy tuneful Lays, and own thy 1 

Pow'r. 


Ravcuvs. ; 
O Stokes & renown'd, this Holland Shirt I've on, 


(At Country Fair by Dint of Valour won) 
Accept; for as from Thee I learnt that Art, 
Tis but the Tribute of a grateful Heart: 

But ſhould ſucceeding Honours crown the Fight, 
Succeeding Songs ſhall crown the Day and Night : 
While you in Triumph paſs, each n Pl 
charm, 
With Tales of conquer'd Chiefs their Souls 
alarm, 
Till they, in Raptures loſt, ſhall bleſs thy con- 
qu' ring Arm. 
CHAUNTCTLEAR. 
O fair + Hoppea with thy tripping Feet, 
Neat as a Milkmaid, as a Milkmaid ſweet; 
Come with thy charming Mein, and graceful Art, 
Come to thy Chauntclear, and rejoice his Heart; 


* A famous Prize-Fighter. + This Name ſeems to be 
taken from Petit Aſſemblies or Hops, | 
| | Come 
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| Come when fatigu'd, coroding Cares abound, 
And make'my Midnight Hours with Jallitry go 


round, 
Ravcvs. 


0 Cynderaxa, may I ſeem to you | 
Loathſome and hateful as a Toupee Beau, 
Who, with ſhort quick-fetch'd Steps, trips faſt 

along, 
And, as he paces, murmurs out a Sai 
Such may I be, if that when you're not near, 
An Hour ſeems not a Day, a Day a Year, 
CHAUNTCLEAR, 

Ye ſacred Liquors, moving eaſy Sleep, . 
Ye Hogſheads, which thoſe facred Liquors keep, 
Fend me from Cold: The Summer wy | 

is oer, | 


And ſharp bleak Winds come whifling on \ the 
Shore.” 


Ravcus, 
| When tir d with Dirt, and wet with Rain 
and Mire, 
This hoſpitable Sbop affords a Fire: 
Me Wind nor Weather can no more affright, 
4 Ie" Diyers fear the Duſk, or Thieves.the Night. 
CnAUNTCLEAR. 
Our Bowls with Floods of Juniper are 1 © 
crown'd, | 
Berries diſtilld lie ſcatter'd o'er the Ground, } 
And ſmiling Bounty ſtrows her Gifts around: 


# Pick-Pockets, wy 
But 
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But ſhould poor Filch at the next Seſſions die, 
Tuns might unheeded flow till they were dry. 
Ravcus. 
Th -h Hoarſe my Voice, Though ſpent my 
ittle Store, 
Tho' Gin deny'd her all- ſolacing Pow'r : 
Shou'd but my Chloe once recroſs on Main, 
And bleſs my ſolitary Haunts again 
No Care, no Want, my Quiet ſhould deſtroy, 
But all around me wear the Face of Joy. 


CHAUNTCLEAR. 
. Majeſtic ſtalks the Dutcheſs in Brocade, 


Neat Dimity adorns the rural Maid; 
The jolly Hoſteſs in her Sattin ares, 
And Drury Nymph in Velvet ſhows her Airs. 
Clean, tho not gay, tho not new, all her own, 
My Phillis charms in a plain Linen Gown ; 
And while my Phillis will her Linen wear, 
No Dimity ſhall pleaſe, no Sattin flare, 
Nor Velvet nor Brocade with Linen ſhall 
| compare. 
Ravcus. 
Songs on Exciſe, near Change, meet moſt 
| Reward, 

And loving Ditties beſt fuie Paul's Church-Yard : 
But ſhou'd my Chloe, e er to eaſe my Pain, 
Reviſit this forſaken Clime again, 
To her thoſe Songs ſhall yield which bring Re- 


Ward, 
And thoſe ſoft Ditties prais'd in Pants Church- 


Tard. 
Theſe 
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Theſe were their Rhymes, which at leiſure pen d, 
When bold rough Raucus did in vain contend ; 
From Street to Street now Chauntclear charms 
..- the Town, 

And with unrival'd Ditty charms alone. 


* 
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The BiLLINGSGATE CONTEST. 
A Piſcatory Lonpox EcLocve. 
In Imitation of the Third Eclogue of VIxOII. 


OvsTERIA. 
O! Nan, whoſe Fiſh are thoſe that look 
ſo dry? 


WVIITIETA. 
Foung Polly Melton gave 'em me to cry. 
OYSTERIA. 
12 ppy Polly, who thy Stand can leave, 
And with vain opes of Love thyſelf deceive ! 


While you Fack Tar will court, but court in vain, ' 

Fearing that I your Sailor ſhall obtain, 1 
- | Here, Pell, another will thy Gains devour, ' 

Nor turn a lucky Penny in an Hour; 

Thy Tubs unwaſh'd, thy Mackarel forſook, 
And Two-pence ſunk in ev'ry Groat that's took. 


WELFLETA. 
No Scandal, Madam, if you come to that, 


Some may be told of you.— We know what's 
What, 


When 
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When Billy's Boat came floating down the Tide, 
Vou with him at the Bottom was eſpy d, { 
To kiſs and toy, and ſomething elſe beſide ; 
Till the neglected Boat ran cloſe to Shore, 
And to ſome laughing Maids diſcover'd your A- 
mour. 
OvSTERIA, 

'T was at that Time, ſince Follies you rehearſe, 
When you, in Height of Kiffing, ſtole a Purſe. 

 WerrLeTaA, 

No; when beneath a Tree in Greenwich Park, 
You was with Jennys Huſband in the Dark, | 
Tore her lac'd Coif, then raving, ttampt, and 

cry'd ;— 
But for the M iſchief you for Spite had dy'd. 
OrYSTERIA, 
What Lies, you, Miſtreſs Impudence, wou'd 
prate, 
When you can tell em at ſo round a Rate ? 
Did not I ſee you, Madam, watchful ſtand, 
To ſteel a Ring from ſleeping Peggy's Hand, 
Stroaking her Finger with your utmoſt Care?— 
But I came in, and rous'd the ſleeping Fair. 
Thieves, Thieves, I cry'd ; defeated of your Prey, 
Like Dog that's burnt his Tail, you ſtole away. 
| WELFLETA, 

Where'er we find it, we may take our own ; 
The Ring was mine, by Singing fairly won; 
But ſhe would never give me up the Prize, 
Nor yet the Truth of what I fay denies, 


Oys. 
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OvSTERIA, 
You ſing with her / who are at beſt but fit. 


To ſquawl a wretched Ballad thro' the Street ; 


- 


With me you dare not ſing . A Match 111 make, * ; 


And boldly back my Wager with a Stake: 
Theſe golden Beads with which myſelf I deck, 
Which, in three Rounds, hang pendant on my 
Neck; 
Do you ſtake aught of equal Value down, 
The Necklace win, and wear it as your own. 
WELFLETA, 
Of equal Value 1 can nothing boaſt, 
At Home a cunning Step-dame rules the Roaſt ; 
Who tells each Morn my Fiſh into my Tray, 


And to a Farthing counts the Profits of the Day, 


Yet this I'll, pledge, to me of more Eſteem, 
Than any poliſh'd Gold, or ſparkling Gem, 
This ſilver Thimble, this my Will ſhall prove 
The lateſt Token of my. parting Love, 


Which Johnny gave fore he laſt Voyage made, 


And which as yet was uc'er to Needle laid, 
OYSTERIA. 


To match your Pledge, this ſilver Seal I ſtake, 
Which much I value for my Tommy's Sake, 


Who parting gave it, ſighing on my Breaſt, 
And which as yet was ne'er on Letter preſt. 
But haſte, begin, nor thus the Time prolong, 
Let Maccarella judge of either's Song. 
MACCARELLA. 
Sing then, my Fair Ones, for the Coaſt is clear, 
And all is Peace, as much as can be here ; 
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The Market's o'er, then let your Songs begin, 
And I'll decide with Juſtice who ſhall win: | 
By Turns let each ſome tuneful Ditty chime, 


| You'll pleaſe the more, the more ye change your 
Rhime. 


 WELFLETA. 

From Cupid, Ruler of the Gods above, 

My Song begins, for all are rul'd by Love; | 
To him the Care of Maids and Swains belongs, 
He hears their Pray'rs, and he applauds their Songs. 
OYSTERIA. 

t Iſeek no God, my Tommy me inſpires | 

With as much Love, and with as happy Fires; 
To him, ſweet Youth, as ever croſs'd the Sea, 
To him, as due, my Songs ſhall ever be. 

| WELFLETA. SY 

My Johnny taps my Neck in wanton Play, 

Then wiſhing to be ſeen, he trips away. 
OYSTERIA. 

My Tommy flies not, but upon my Knee, 
Swears he ne'er ſaw a Maid ſo fair as me, 

| WELFLETA, 

This crooked Groat I'll ſend my Swain to prove 
My Heart is bent like this to him and Love. 

OrysTERIA. _ 

But for my Sweet-heart I this Ring deſign'd, 
The trueſt Emblem of a faithful Mind: - 
This Circle has no Ending, this I ſend 
To tell my Love my Paſſion ne'er ſhall end. 

| WEL- 
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WELFLETA. 

How oft has mine in fondeſt Rapture ſwore, 
He never chang'd his Miſtreſs with his Shore : 
Gods ! bv x the Sound, and bleſs the conſtant | 

=; 
Shew ſuch another Sailor, if you can. 
OYSTERIA, 

But mine with more Inconſtancy will court, 
And gain new Miſtreſſes at ew ry Port; 

Fond, tho' inconſtant, pleaſing, tho he's free; 
Yet none can keep the Rover's Heart but ine. 
WELFLETA. 

I keep my Birth-day frem the Coaſt of France, 

Sweet William come, and grace it with a Dance. 
___ OVSTERIA, 
I m with ſweet Ni — more in Grace than 1 you; ; 


To me he twore at yy «pping to ve true: 
Hoifting the Sails, when he on Deck did ſtand, 
To me Adieu he cry'd, and wav d his faithful Hand. | 
WELFLETA. 
If you can tell, fay in what foreign Land, | 4 
The golden Ore lies ſparkling in the Sand; 


Where, as one River flows with comely Pride, 


1 the Wealth of Europe in its Tide. 
OYSTERIA, 

Nay, tell me firſt, on what rich Coaſts are Seas 
Spices that breathe their fragrant Odours round : 
Where Nutmegs with their . DO diſ- 

penſe, 
And, 0 ev Sens | 
AC- 
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MACCARELLA. 
Hold, Maidens, hold; for I ſhall never tell 


Who ſings the beſt, when both can ſing ſo well. 
Both ever happy be, and all who prove, 


By Turns, the various Sweets and Pains of Love. 


——— 


nn... 


The Dis APPOINTED MaiD and 
DRowsyY SWAIN, 


A TALE. 


By Mr. Parris ox. 
| S Dolly, and her fav'rite Swain, 
A Were interrupted by the Rain, 
From tedding out the fragrant Hay ; 
Beneath a ſhelt ring Cock they lay: 
When thus the lovely, longing Jade, 
Unto the drowiy Shepherd ſaid; 
Nay, prithee Lobby, why ſo ſleepy ? 
Indeed— upon my Word PII nip ye. — 
How pretty might we fit and chat, 

Tell o'er old Stories, and all that. 
But you— O Shame ! thou ſenſeleſs Beaſt ! 
To ſnore it thus, and take your Reſt ! 

Lob, half aſleep, made no Replies, 

Or anſwer'd with a Grunt her Sighs. 

While ſhe, to be reveng'd, aroſe, _. 

And play'd a Tickler in his Noſe. 

(But ſome, the Virgin to diſgrace, 

Will fay, *twas in another Place.) 
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Be that as 'twill, ſhe wak'd the Swain, 
And tickled him with Words again. 


Come Sweeting, Lobby, come, my Dear, 
| I'm ſure that nobody is near; 


Indeed we may, pray ben't afraid, 

Poor I am, but a harmleſs Maid. 

For ſince you're ſo diſpos'd to reſt, 

Pray take a Nap upon my Breaſt. 

You ſee Time, Leiſure, Place, and all, 
For ſuch Eniployment, ſeem to call. 
And you remember People ſay, 

When the Sun ſhines, then make your Hay. | 
Augh ! Augh ! quoth Lob, wak'd with Surprize, 
To ſee the Sun flame in his Eyes. 
Heigh hoa ! come Doll, for as you ſay, 


' The Sun ſhines, we muſt make our Hay | 2 17 


80 reach me there my Rake and Prong 


"Twas well 50 * mn too long, 


F WT? 


2 


] 
The UNSEASONABLE SURPRIZE. 
A TALE. 


S Tem laid Moll beneath a Shade, 
To play a Game for Maidenhead ; 
With ſmacking Buſs, and Chuck o th' Chin, 
The Prologue to the future Scene, 
He thus addreſs his bowzy Molly, 
Nay, piſh, this Coyneſs is a Folly! - a 
— 5 n _ 


* 
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Unwilling ? bluſh ? nay, pſhaw— my Dear ! 
My Love, came we for nothing here ? | 
Alas! quoth ſhe, ſhould I prove fruitful, 
You know, at beſt, that would but ſuit ill 
Piſh, then, if that's thy Care, my Moll, 
There's one above provides for all— 
To which, quoth Sh, upon the Tree, 
Your Brats, and you, be damn'd for me. 


- 


The Two TrousanD Pound Box ; 
or, a neceſſary Settlement. 


A' nN. 


HE worſt of Ills admit a Cure, 
And Gold's a Remedy moſt ſure : 
It ſaves from Nooſe the robbing Swain; 
And cleans the Virgin's ſecret Stain. 
But left the Prologue, that's before ye, 
Should be too long Pll to my Story. 
Alderman Pond, a rich old Cuff, 
Had ſcarce been married long enough, 
Before his Wife brought forth to Light, 
A ſtrapping comely Female bright; 
And, to complete the married Joy, 
Soon afterwards produc'd a Boy. 
Their Dad, to give em the beſt 
As they grew up to quick Diſcerning, 
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| A Tutor took, of courtly Phraſe, 
8, Genteel, well-bred, and comely Grace: 

A Man, who knew how to improve 

Each Art,— but chief the Art of Love. 
þ For Cupid taught him, when in France, 
10 To ſing, and play, intrigue, and dance; 
WW To dreſs, and act the modern Beau, 
| En Cavalier, from Top to Toe. 
In order to be Miſs Kate's Suitor, 
| | Syntax took on him to be Tutor, 
| That, in this Pedant-like Diſguiſe, 
1 Her he might court without Surmize: 
: And he ſo well fulfil d his Plot, 
That truly all his Ends he got. 
Kit ſeem'd the very Queen of May, 
Or the bright Ofhpring of the Day; 
She rival'd ev'ry famous Toaſt, \ 
And was the City's proudeſt Boaſt ; 
1 Set ev'ry foppiſh Heart on Fire, 95 
And taught old Age how to admire. \ 
She conn'd her Leſſon thrice a Day, 
(Learning's no lame Excuſe, you'll ſay :) 
ll Yet conning ſuch pedantic Hits, 
| Gave Cholics, Tooth-achs, fainting Fits 
128 With ſhrewd Suſpicions of the Cauſe 
1 Of what her real Illneſs was. 
= All was diſcover'd ; and her Dad, 
1 Almoſt with Fury half ſtark mad, 


Thhunder'd and bullied, rav'd and tore, 
| And Vengeance on the Tutor ſwore ; Þ 


or, à neceſſary Settlement. 


While he ſtood trembling at the Din, 

In bitter taking for his Skin, 

And proffer d Wedlock's galling Collar, 

With Kitty, his moſt forward Scholar. 

But Pond, theſe Offers cou'dn't endure, 

She being rich, and he but poor : 

So weds her to a rich young Looby, 

A filly Money-loving Booby ; 

Who reckons every Mortal's Senſe, 

By what's the Number of his Pence. 

Great was the Portion with her paid, 

And large the Jointure on her made. 
The fourth Moon ſcarce began to wain, 

And the fifth Month uſurp'd its Reign, 

But, lack-a-day ! Kate's brought to-bed 

Of a fine jolly comely Jade. 

The Huſband, quite ſurpriz'd, ftrait ſaid: 

So ſoon to have the Father's Fee ! 

Pm bit,. — Pm bit, — it cannot be : 

In four Months Time / "tis ſcarce yet four; 

I like it not, — the Slut's a Whore. 

I cannot brook this fruitful Tenet, 

She muft be ſurely ſome Weſt Genet. 

And thus each knotty Point a ſtating, 

He ſtood, the Caſe himſelf debating. 

At laſt, in a great Heat and Paſſion, 

And mighty full of Indignation, 

Ran to her Father, rav'd and tore, 

Truly he'd be divorc d, he ſwore. 
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Her Father ſmil'd, and cry'd, deat low, 


Thy Caſe was mine ſome Years ago : 

T bullied, and complain d, lite thee, 

To her Papa, as you to me; 

Talf d much of leading ſef rate Life, 

And en divorcing of my Wife. | 1 * 


' The good old Man perceiv'd the Treaſon, 
And fo to bring me to my Reaſon, 


The Pill, tho *twas a bitter one, 
He made me ſwallow glibly down : 
For he knew how to gild it ver, | 
With Bond of Pounds, two thouſand more; 
Which bis Wife's Friends, for like Mi iſchance, 
Did formerly to him advance, 
I ceas'd my Plaint, and took the Bond, 
And afterwards grew mighty fond. | 
Now this ſame Bond may paſs, cries be, = 
From Family to Family ; * 
And always ſerve in like M Fair, 
For Remedy moſt ſure and rare; 
May-hap you! ll want it, Son, hereafter, 
When it is Time to wed your Daughter. 
The Son heard all, look'd briſk and gay, 
Took Bond, and bow'd, then went his Way. 
Heaven guard the Poor from ſuch Diſgraces, 
Having no Bond to ſalve their Caſes. 


e 


od | The BAL Ls. 
2 TALE. 


HERE was a Reign, as Stories. ſay, 
When Britain revell'd Night and Day 3 
Wat, Famine, Plague, whatever chanc'd, 
Folks laugh'd and ſung, and play'd and danc'd, 
Virgins to Midnight Maſques would go, 
And not a Mother durſt ſay, No: 
She paſs'd for unpolite and rude, 
And Miſs would cry, Mamma's a Prude. 
To ſuch a Show (which we ſhall call, 

For Chaſtity of Phraſe, a Ball) 
Went one, who (all Things duly weigh'd) 
The Sequel proves muſt be a Maid. 

Demure, as if ſhe pac'd to Pray'rs, 
Tim'rous ſhe trod the flipp'ry Stairs, 
Then peep'd, before ſhe ventur'd in, 
And enter'd laſt for Fear of Sin. | 
Faſt by the Door ſhe fat her down, 
About her Knees ſhe wrapt her Gown, 
And knit both Hands exact upon her, 
What, in Heroics, we call Honour, 
Comes a ſmart Youth, who meant to OMe 

45% her, 
And, I know you— Who ? Cozen Roger? 
The very ſame: Lord, how you ſit! 

Not ſpeak a Word, not move a Bit ! 

' Vo. II. K What 


— 
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What makes you ſtand ſo like a Poſt ?— 
For fear my Honour ſhould be lot? . 
WW O Child, T' help thee at this Pinch, 
| Here's Work, indeed, about an Inch ! 


- 


iq But that ſame Honour ſhan't be gone, 
\ Il ſtitch it up,— fo ſaid, fo done. * 

1 From the dark Room, content comes ſhe, 

And feels ſo pure, and grows ſo free— 

f She lobks. the Vizards in the Face, 

Wil And ventures to take half a Glaſs ; 

| After one Turn, ſhe cries, I doubt, 
Roger, my Honour is broke out : 
A Stitch or ſa, I fancy, fell. 
So back they went; he ſtitch'd, twas well. 
How, if well taught, a Maid advances ! 

Next Turn, ſhe takes her Man, and dances ; 
Of Danger now fo little Notion, 

| That all the World admires her Motion. 

The Dance ſcarce over, in her Brain ö 
De Senſe of Honour comes again. \ 

' » Roger, howe'er his Work grew Gull,\ 
Beſtow'd another Belly-full. | 
At the next Sally, ten Times bo bolder, 

She claps a Lawyer on the Shoulder; 
She ſqueaks, and calls, and romps, and rigs, 
And lifts up Coats, and pulls off Wigs: | 
Herts ſuch a Pulling and a Hawling, 

I fear another Stitch is falling. 
Another Stitch! (quoth her Provider) 
The more I ſtitch, che Rent s the wider. 


Then, 


7 
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Then, not to give you too much Trouble, 
What, Gozen, i you flitch'd me double ? 
Madam, fore Gad, (poor Roger ſaid) 
I would— but, *Faith, I have no Thread. 
Hey-day ! na Thread ? aloud ſhe calls, 
Why, what's become of thoſe two Balls? 


— — — | 


The MEerRyY MoNARcH; or KNIGHT- 
HOOD @ JEST. | 


A TALE. 


THEN good King Jemmy wore the Bri- 

t;þ Crown, | 

A pleaſant Jeſt for higheſt Wit went down : 

A Pun, a Quibble, a Conundrum quaint, 

Oft made a Biſhop of a Man no Saint. 

Smart Repartees paſs'd all for Sterling Coin, 

And Wit was then as unrefin d as Wine. 

The King himſelf, ſo reſt his merry Soul, 

Could crack his Joke——nor would his Mirth 

controul z 

But laugh full hearty, if the Jeſt was keen, 

Nor could the Care of Kingdoms give him Spleen, 
Thus Story tells as he rode out one Day, 

To chaſe the Stag, he loſt, by chance, his Way : 

The Courtiers eager, ſcour the ſpacious Field, 

While Duty there did unto Pleaſure yield. 

| K 2 Along 
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Along King Femmy, with his uſual Grace, 
Kept ſtepping onward in a common Pace. 
Till near two Clowns he came, who work d an 
hard, 
Hedging a Cloſe, behind a Farmer's Yard. 
They ſpy'd the King, —_ from his aukward 
Mien, 
Thought he ſome needy ied had been. 
Geud Men, (quoth 0 87 then he made his 
Bow, 
Ken ye which Way the Noble rode juſt now ? 
| My Buſimeſs leads me unto our King James. : 
I know him not in troth (quoth one) it ſeems 
He only minds his Countrymen, while we 
Labour thus hard to-ſurniſh out their Glee. 
Ride on (quoth t' other) Man, mY hind him 
out, 
Surrounded by a Ys Scottiſh Rout : 
Fear not thy Fortune, Jemmy loves a Loon, 
And thou'rt ſome ſtarving Knight Un wants a 
Boon. 
Wael fare ye (quoth the King) and o my Ward, 
Geud Charatter ye to your Prince affeurd ; ; 
And Iſe wat weel, it all gangs to his Ear; 
Why then (quoth Di) for once the Truth he'll 
* hear, 
So ſaying, to a Grove that lay in Sight, 
On rode the King, and there thought fit to light; 
Out- ſtretch'd his royal Limbs upon the Place, 
And ſept full ſweetly on the verdant Graſs ; 
"FS No 
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No Policies of State diſturb'd his Mind, 
But that good Prince ſnoar'd loud as any aue, 
Until the Chace was o'er, a Stag was dead, 
When Duty found a Place in Courtier's Head: : 
Nor had the noble Train long ſought their Lord, 
E'er faſt they found him on the gay Green 
ſword. 
Haſty they then from reeking Courſers ſpring, 
While, with a Smile, up-roſe the jocund King. 
A Lords (quoth he) as you rid yonder by, 
Did you not, hedging, twa auld Carles ſpy, 
In Leather Doublets clad ?*—— My Liege, we did 
(Quoth one) See then (ſaid he) them hither 
lead. 


Strait they obey'd, and, as they dragg d each 
Clown, 

Ads me (quoth Dick to Ralph) we're both undone, 

Yon Man we took for ſome-yoor begging Knight, 

Is the King' s Grace.——Ods fiſh (quoth Ralph} 
you're right. 5 

We ſhall be hang d.— What will become of ö! 

She'll pine to Death ! — And ſo will Marg'ry to. 

Them at a Diſtance when the Monarch ſpy d, 

He took the Whynyard from his martial Side: 

Behind him on the Ground its Point he ſtay d, 

As not much caring to ſurvey the Blade. 

Low on their Knees the trembling Wretches | 
crawl, 

And fweat with Fear their Heads ſhould lower 
fall, 
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The ABSENT Levy ER. 


Your Names (quoth Jemmy) in an angry Tone ; 
Mine is poor D:ch—Mine Ralpb, a ſorry Clown! 
Mi (quoth the King) and gave their Necks a 


Sir Ralph, Sir Richard, ye may both get op: 
Mew Knights ye are, and o my Soul I ween, 

Twa peurer Knights in Scotland ner were ſeen. 

A loud Applauſe the fawning Crowd expreſs'd, 

To ſee two Titles go to make one Jeſt, 


ä - 
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The ABSENT LO VRR. 


A TALE. 


Ts —_ ALEXIS walking in the Park, 
4 Met Chloe juſt hefore 'twas dark: 
He aſk'd a Kiſs, nor ſhe deny d, | 
I don't know what they did beſide: | 
But, as a Child, in Thought, chews o'er 
The Sweatmeats which he eat before; 
So in his Mind Alexis keeps 17 
The dear Impreſſion of her Lips 
He felt it all the foll wing Day, 
At Night indulg d it at the Play; 
One ling ring Act he muſing ſtay d, 0 
But knew not what the Actors ſaid; 
He thought the Park in Drury-Lane, 
Believ d the Nymph appear d again. 


He 
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He ſeems to view her ſnowy Neck, 
Her ruby Lip, and roſy Cheek, 
Her graceful Smiles, and ſparkling Eyes, 

Her panting Boſom fall and rife : 
And now he claſp'd her in his Arms, 
('T was all imaginary Charms) 
When, rifing to the Height of Bliſs, 
His Lips eſſay d to take a Kits ; 
An Orange-wench trod on his Foot; 
And ſcreaming, * Will you have ſome Fruit“? 
Surpriz'd, he dropt the pleaſing Theme, 
And found his Joys a waking Dream ; 
He frown'd and ſwore, and kick'd the Wench, 
6 Wan Bench. 
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The Con I E R. 
K id 
By Mr. WESLEY. 


OUR Sage and Moraliſt can ſhow 
Many Misfortunes here below ; 
A Truth which no one ever mifs'd, 
Though neither Sage nor Moralift : 
Yet, all the Troubles notwithſtanding, 
Which Fate or Fortune has a Hand in, 
Fools to themſelves will more create, 


In * of Fortune and of Fate. 
EK 4 'Thus 
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Thus oft are dreaming Wretches ſeen, 
Tortur'd with Vapours, and with Spleen ; 
Transform'd (at leaſt in their own Eyes) 
To Glaſs, or China, or Gooſe-Pies. _ 
Others will to themſelves appear | 
Stone-dead as Mill the Conqueror, 6 
And all the World in vain might ſtrive 
To face them down that they're alive. 
Unlucky Males with Child will groan, 
And ſorely dread their lying down ; 
As fearing, that to eaſe their Pain, 
May puzzle Doctor Chamberlain. 
Imaginary Evils flow, 
Merely from Want of real Woe ; 
And, when prevailing Whimſies riſe, 
As monſtrous wild Abſurdities | 
Are, ev'ry Hour, and ev'ry Minute, 
Found without Bedlam, as within it. 
Which if you further would have ſhown, 
And Leiſure have to read—read on. 
There liv'd a Gentleman, poſſeſt 
Of all that Mortals reckon beſt: 
A Seat well-choſe in wholeſome Air, 
With Gardens and with Proſpects fair: 
His Land from Debt and Jointure free ; 
His Money, never in South-Sea ; 
His Health of Body firm and good, 
Though paſt the Hey-day in his Blood : 
His Conſort fair, and good, and kind; 
His Children riſing to his Mind: 


| His 
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His Friends ingenuous and fincere ; 
His Honour, nay. his. Conſcience clear: 
He wanted nought of human Bliſs, 
But Pow'r to taſte his Happineſs. _ 
Too near, alas ! this great Man's Hall 
A merry Cobler had a Stall; 
An arch old Wag, as Cer you knew, 
With Breeches red, and Jerkin blue: 
Chearful at Working, as at Play, 
He ſung and whiſtled Life away: 
When en riſing Morning glads the Sky, 
Clear as the merry Lark, and high ; | 
When Evening Shades the Landſkip veil, 
Late warbling as the Nightingale. 
Though Penge came flow, and Trade was a, 
Yet till he ſung, and whiſtled ſtill ; 
Though patch'd his Garb, and coarſe his F are, 
He laugh'd, and caſt away old Care. | 
The rich Man view'd, with Diſcontent, 
His tatter'd Neighbour's Merriment ; 
With Envy grudg'd, and pin'd to ſee 
A Beggar pleaſanter than he : 
And, by degrees, to hate began 
Th' intollerable happy Man; 
Who haunted him, like any Sprite, 
From Morn to Eve, by Day and Night. 
It chanc'd, as once in Bed he lay, 
When Dreams are true, at Break of Day, 
He heard the Cobler at his Sport, : 


Amidſt his Muſic, ſtopping ſhort - ITS 
—"0$ Whether 
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Whether his Morning Draught he took, 
Or warming Whiff of wonted Smoke. 
The Squire ſuſpected, being ſhrewd, 
This Silence boded him no Good, 
And, cauſe he nothing ſaw nor heard, 
A Machiavilian Plot he fear c. 
Strait, Circumſtances crouded plain, 
To vex and plague his jealous Brain: 
Trembling, in panic Dread he lies, 

With gaping Mouth and ſtaring Eyes; 

And ſtraining wiſtful both his Ears, | 


He ſoon perſuades himſelf he hears 

One ſkip and eaper up the Stairs, 

Sees the Door open quick, and knew 

His dreaded Foe in Red and Blue, 

Who, with a running Jump, he thought, 
Leapt plumb directly down his Throat, | 
Laden with Tackle of his Stall, 

Laſt, End, and Hammer, Strap, and we" 4 
No ſooner down, than with a Jerk 

He fell to Muſic, and to work. 

If much he griev'd our Don before, _ 
When but o' th' Outſide of his Door; 
How ſorely muſt he now moleſt, 

When got o' th Infide of his Breaſt ! 

The waking Dreamer groans and ſwells, 
And Pangs imaginary feels ; 

Catches and Scraps of Tunes he hears, 
For ever ringing in his Ears ; 
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Ill-favour'd Smells his Noſe diſpleaſe, 
Mundungus ſtrong, and rotten Cheeſe : 
He feels him, when he draws his Breath, 
Or tugs the Leather with his Teeth, 
Or beats the Sole, or when h' extends 
His Arms to th' utmoſt of his Ends, 
Enough to crack, when ftretch'd ſo wide, 
The Ribs of any mortal Side. | 
Ts there no Method then, to fly 
This vile inteftine Enemy ? 
What can be done, in this Condition, 
But ſending inſtant for Phyſician ? 

The Doctor, having heard the Caſe, 
Burſt into Laughter in his Face: 
Told him, he needs no more than riſe, 
Open his Windows, and his Eyes; 
Whiſtling and ſtitching there to ſee 
The Cobler, as he us'd to be. 

Sir, quoth the Patient, your Pretences 

Shall ne'er perſuade me from my Senſes. 

How ſhould I riſe ? the heavy Brute 

Will hardly let me wag a Foot. 

Tho! Seeing for Belief may go, 

Yet Feeling is the Truth, you know: 

J feel him in my Sides, I tell ye; 

Had you a Cobler in your Belly, 

You ſcarce would fleer, as now you do : 

I doubt your Guts would grumble too. 

Still do you laugh ? I tell you, Sir, 

I'd kick you ſoundly, could I ſtir. | 
ho Thou 
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Thou Quack, that never hadſt . 
In either Uni 
Thou mere 7 16-48 without Knowledge, 
The Shame and Scandal of the College. | 
I' rouſe my Servants, if you ſtay ; 
So, Doctor, ſcamper while you may. 
One thus diſpatch'd, a ſecond came, 

Of equal Skill, and greater Fame : 
eee March Hare. 
For Doctors, when provok'd, will ſwear.) 
To drive fuch Whimſies from his Pate, 
He dragg'd him to the Window ſtrait. 
But jilting Fortune can deviſe 

To baffle and outwit the Wiſe : | 
The Cobler, ere expos'd to view, 
Had juſt pull'd off his Jerkin Blue; 
Not dreaming 'twould his Neighbour hats 
To fit in Freſco in his Shirt. 

Ah! quoth the Patient, with a Sigh, 
You know him not ſo well as I; \ 
The Man, who down my Throat is n, . 
Has got a true- blue Jerkin on. | 

In vain the Doctor rav'd and tore, 
Argu'd and fretted, ſtamp'd and "DWP 3 
Told him he might believe as well, 
The Giant of Pantagruel 

Did oſt, as break his Faſt or ſup, 
For poach'd Eggs ſwallow Windmills up; 
Or. that the Holland Dame could bear 
A Child, for ev TY * ch Year, * 
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The vapour d Dotard, grave and ſr. 

Miſtook for Truth each rapping Lye; 

And drew Concluſions ſuch as theſe, 

Reſiſtleſs, from the Premiſles. 

I hope, my Friends, you'll grant me all, 

A Windmill's bigger than a Stall: 

And ſince the Lady brought alive 

Children, Three hundred ſixty-five ; 

| Why ſhould you think there is not room 

For one poor Cobler in my Womb ? 

Thus every Thing his Friends could ſay, 

The more confirm'd him in his Way: 

Farther convinc'd, by what they tell, 

'T was certain, though impoſſible. 
Now worſe and worſe his piteous State 

Was grown, and almoſt deſperate : 

Yet ſtill the Utmoſt bent to try, 

Tho? without Help he would not die, 

An old Phyſician, fly and ſhrewd, 

With Management of Face endu'd, 

Heard all his Tale; and aſk'd, with Care, 

How long the Cobler had been there ? 

Noted diſtinctly what was faid ; 

Drew up his Eyes, and ſhook his Head, 

And grave accoſts him, on this Faſhion, 

After mature Deliberation, 

Wich ſerious and important Face: 

Sir, your's is an uncommon Caſe: 

Tho I've read Galen's Latin Oer, 

1 never met with it before; 


Nor 
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Nor have Lfound the like Diſeaſe 


In Stories of Hippocrates. 

Then, after a convenient Stay, 

Sir, if Preſcription you'll obey, 

My Life for yours, I'll ſet you free 
From this ſame two-legg'd Tympany. 
Tis true, you're gone beyond the Cure 
Of fam'd Worm-Powder of John Moore ; 
Beſides, if downwards he be ſent, 


I I fear he'll ſplit your nether Vent: 


But then your Throat, you know, is wide, 


And ſcarcely clos'd, ſince it was try'd ; 
The ſame Way he got in, tis plain, 
There's Room to fetch him out again: 
I'll bring the forked Worm away, 
Without a Dyſenterta : 

Emeticks ſtrong will do the Feat, 

If taken Quantum ſuffictt : | 
Til ſee myſelf the proper Doſe, | 
And then Hypnoticis to compoſe. \ 


The Wretch, tho' languiſhing and weak) 


Reviv'd already by the Greek, 
Cries, what ſo learned a Man as 


Preſeribes, dear Doctor, I ſhall do. 
The Vomit ſpeedily was got, 

The Cobler ſent for to the Spot, 

And taught to manage the Deceit, 
And not his Doublet to forget. 


But 


| 


The Co BLE R. 207 
But firſt the Operator wiſe | | 


Over the Sight a Bandage ties : 

For Vomits always ſtrain the Eyes, 

Courage ! I'll make you diſembogue, 

Spight of his Teeth, tt unlucky Rogue; 

I'll drench the Raſcal, never fear, 

And bring him up, or drown him there. 
Warm Water down he makes him pour, 
Till his ſtretch'd Guts could hold no more; 
Which doubly fwolPn, as you may think, 
Both with the Cobler, and the Drink, 
What they receiv'd againſt the Grain, 

Soon paid with Int reſt back again. 
Here come his Tools ! he can't be long, 
Without his Hammer and his Thong. 
The Cobler humour'd what was ſpoke, 
And gravely carry'd on the Joke; 
As he heard nam'd each fingle Matter, 
He chuck'd it ſouſe into the Water; 
And then, not to be ſeen as yet, 

Behind the Door made his Retreat. 

The fick Man now takes Breath a-while, 
Strength to recruit for farther Toil. 
Unblinded he, with joyful Eyes, 

The Tackle floating there eſpies ; 

Fully convinc'd within his Mind, 

The Cobler could not ſtay behind ; 

Who to the Ale-houſe {till would go, 
Whene'er he wanted Work to do: 
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Nor could he like his preſent Place, 

He ne er lov'd Water in his Days. 
At length he takes a ſecond Bout, 
Enough to turn him inſide out; 

With Vehemence ſo fore he ſtrains, 
As would have ſplit another's Brains. 
Ay! here the Cobler comes, I ſwear ! 

(And Truth it was, for he was there.) 
And, like a rude-ill-manner'd Clown, 
Kick'd with his Foot, the Vomit down. 
The Patient now grown wondrous light, 

Whipp'd of the Napkin from his Sight; 
Briskly rais'd up his Head, and knew 
The Breeches and the Jerkin's Hue: 

And ſmil'd to hear him grumbling ſay, 
As down the Stairs he ran his Way, 
He'd ne'er ſet Foot within his Door, 
And jump down open 'Throats no more. 

Our Patient thus, his Inmate gone, 
Cur'd of the Crochets in his Crown, 

oyful his Gratitude expreſles, - 

With thouſand Thanks, and hundred Pieces. 
And thus, with much of Pains and Cob, 
on — he never loſt. 
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The Monat. 


Taught by long Miſeries, we find, 
Repoſe is ſeated in the Mind; 
And mot Men, ſoon br late, have own'd, 
"Tis there, or no where, to be found. 
This, real Wiſdem timely knows, 
Without Experience of the Moes; 
Nor needs infiruftive Smart, to ſee, 
That all on Earth is Vanity, 
Loſs, Diſappointment, Paſſion, Strife, 
Whate er torments, or troubles Life, 
Tho groundleſs, grievous in its Stay, 
'Twill ſhake our Tenements of Clay, 
When paſt, as nothing we efleem ; 
And Pain, like Pleaſure, FI but Dream. UP 2 


A true DRE AM. 
Dreamt, —my Dear, ( quoth Ralph to Joan, 
One Morning as they lay alone) | 
I can't help laughing, Faith ! —I dreamt, 
Our Neighbour Charles was impotent. — 


There is no Truth in Dreams (ſays Joan); 
And whilſt I live I'll credit none 


= | 
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But afterward (quoth Ralph ) I dreamt, 
For all that he was impotent, 

He got aſtride, my Dear, on wee; 
And made a Shift to cuckold me. 


Good lack! (cryd Jaan) I never knew 


A Dream before that happen'd true, 
L E 2174 
AAL. E. 
* uſque recurret. - 


Hor. 
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The Joy; the Burden of my Song, 
Was at Fifteen what Men adore, 
And envious Women blacken o'er. 
Not Alexander's * Miſtreſs, which 
Inſpir d fuch tuneful Parts of Speech, 
„ Every Body has heard of Paris and Helen ; een 
Body may not know that he was alſo called Llexander, 
| Could 
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Could, half ſo ſoon, with all her Art, 

Enchant a Soul, or ſteal a Heart, 22 

Reclaim a philoſophic Look, 1 

Or wean a Scholar from his Book, | 

As inexperienc'd Leſbia ſeen, 

At artleſs innocent Fifteen, | 
Twas at a Moon-light Morning Hour, 

When Fairies take their fanſied Tour “, 

And Poets, reſtleſs Night and Day, 

Snore out a Poem or a Play, 

That tir'd with Pillow, Sleep, and Eaſe, 

She gather'd Scraps of Thought like theſe : 

«© My good Mamma has now confeſt, 

« The Parfley-Bed was all a Jeſt, 

« Contriv'd by Nurſes ſage, to gull 

«© Children that never went to School. 

& Erotos, rev'rend Youth ! declares, 

« *Tis plain as A, B, C, or Pray'rs, 

«© That I am now a Woman grown, 

&« And ſuch are never bleſt alone. | 

« He ſays, through univerſal Nature, 

6 There's a Propenſity in Creature, 

Which fans the Fire of youthful Blood, 

« To thaw the Ice of Solitude. 

« Hence ev'ry Bird, and ev'ry Beaſt, 

“ Chuſe a Companion from the reſt, 

« Whoſe ſoothing ſocial Chear is taſted, 

« When Paſtures fail, -or Fruits are blaſted. 


Excurſions chiefly in Moon-light Mornings, « All 


— 
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4 All but the Phoenix, hapleſs Bird, 
That, erſt, Arabia's Sons admir'd, 
« Which having many a tedious Year *, 
« Sought for a Mate both far and near, 
„ Refolves the loneſome World to ſhun, 
* And with her Wings collects the Sun; 
In whoſe hot Beams, her Neſt of Spice, 
« And ſhe herſelf, flame in a trice. 
« Great Lengths,” indeed, he oft will go, 
« And quotes a Text to prove it ſo. 
He ſays, tis only Lovers know, 
Or taſte of Happineſs, below ; 
That they who foſter Nature's Fire, 
« Find all Things jump to their Deſire ; | 
„ While ev'ry Virgin in the Nation, ; | 


& Is in a State of 5 

Thus ended Zeſbia's Meditation. . | 
And now the Moon that juſt before, 4 

Had filver'd Trees and Steeples o'er, | 

Retir'd before the tim'rous Ray \ 

Of Phoebus, darting Life and Dar, 

And Leſbid's lovely piercing Eyes,  »7y 

Peep'd thro' the Curtain with Surprize, * | 

To find it was high Time to riſe, | 

Fenc'd round in ſilken Petticoat, 

And what obſequious Betty brought, 


* Pliny affures us upon his Honour, that a certain Phenix, of 
his Acquaintance, lived fax hundred and fixty Years. 


N , 
. 
I by 


7 


X EE TB 4 217 

She thoughtful counts her Fingers Ends, 

And down the whiten'd Stairs deſcends ; 

The hidden Fires of Fancy heat her, 

While Mamma's Morning Bleflings greet her. 
Slow roll'd the Axle-tree of Time, 

Till welcome Notos came to dine; 

Whoſe Preſence chac'd away the Gloom, 

And chear'd th' unſocial Dining-Room. 

(Oft, unperceiv'd, Love's Lightnings fly, 

Be Parents, or be Guardians by;) 

For wiſtful Ogles flew aſkance, 

As Leſbia darted half a Glance ; 

Each Look, acroſs the Table lent, 

He thank'd her for, in am'rous Squint : 

And, chatting round of that or this, 

Drinks Madam, Sir, and nods to Miſs. 
Dinner was o'er; and Ether now 

Put on its Livery of Blue; 

The gentleſt Zephyr fann'd th' Extremes 

Of Phebus” overheating Beams 

No black' ning Cloud deform'd the Sky, 

Nor ruffling Wind blew Tyranny. ; 
With ſuch a Nymph, on ſuch a Day, 

To taſte the Sweets of op'ning May, 

What Graduate would not quit the College, 

And bid Adieu to cobweb Knowledge ? 

No wonder then, Erotos ſought, 

With Round-about of Tongue and Thought, 

How to propoſe a ſober Tread, 

With Leia o'er th? enliv'ning Mead. 


(Tho 
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(Tho' Pyramus and Thiſte's Lines 
Be doleful) Love has Luck ſometimes : 

For unſuſpecting Parents ſee 


No Harm in walking, and agree. 


Leſbia, the ſmiling Meadow's Pride, 
Trips graceful by her Lover's Side; 
Who ſees no Verdure in the Spring, 


n Nor hears the Grove with Muſic ring : 


1 


* 


. He notes, as tis a Lover's Duty, 


And Flera's richeſt of Perfumes, 
In vain exhale anibroſial Gums, | 
While Leſbia blooms a fairer Flow'r . © 


Than that which Pluto, heretofore, 
From Enna's Field with Rapture bore . 
With Art amand:, all by Heart, 


Right-well Eratos play'd his Part ; 


Recited many a tender Verſe, - 

And Sachariſſas & Praiſe is hers. 18 
Tho! ſcarce he ſaw the flow'ry Scene, | 
Daiſies and Vi'lets on the Green, 


They bluſh at her ſuperior Beauty. 

Nearer and nearer he applies 
His Tales of foft /dalian Joys, | 

As Boſom heaves, or Eyes invite, 

Or n Maxims loſe their Might. 


( or 
Henna, in Sicily, when Pluto ſtole her. Arn 
Meagn, Lib. 5. 


Þ+ Sachariſſa was Mr, Waller's Favonxite. | | 
T | Tells 
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Tells her, for Woman Fields look gay, 
For Woman wear their beſt Array; 
That Nature ſpread a Carpet there, 
T' accommodate fome falling Fair. 
O Leſbia ! Leſbia ! how divine, | 
That Hand, that Face, that Breaſt of thine. 

She pants, her fluttering Pulſes move, 
Like Dido's to Diſtraction drove; 
Whom the good Trojan, who related 
His dire Miſhaps, and Deeds ill-fated, 
Stole pitying from herſelf away, 
Soft Sighs ſucceeding lack-a-day. 

As he that Pius was before 
Prov'd in Spelunca Dux no more; 
Erotos, Man of O. and Letters, 
(People will mimic ſtill their Betters) 
The treacherous Tongues of Fame declare +, 
Acted /Enzas to a Hair. | 

To Dabblers in the Deeds of Cupid, 
"Twill ſeem impolitic and ſtupid, 
To change a Meadow for a Square, 

And make the Joy repeated there; 


* Mr. Addiſon obſerves, that Vi! has every where given 
Eneas the Epithet of Piss, except in his Interview with Dido, here 
alluded to; when he has very * changed it for Dux Tro- 


Jann. 


+ The Alas allies that Faine has many Tongues, and that 
e f 
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But know, the all-yememb'ring Mut 


Scorns, gentle Readers, to abuſe, 


Who often has by Moon- light ſeen 

An am'rous Parley on the Green, 
For Love is not confin'd to Place, 

To ſhining Sun, or Cynthia's Face, 

To windy, calm, or rainy Day, 

To Primroſe-Hill, or Cock of Hay; | 

To Curtains, : Walls, or Midnight Hours, 


To Cots, or Sheds, or graſſy Bowers: 


Southern and Northern, here and there, 
And ne/iles ſometimes in a Square. 
There, ſtolen from Mamma and Maid, 


But boundleſs flies the Hemiſphere, if ; 


Oſt Leſbia with her Lover ſtray d; 8 


Toy'd with his Eye-Brows, ftrok'd his Chin, 


As Chit- chat and Debates begin, 


Dear Prittle-prattle, which none think, 
But Lovers worthy Pen and Ink. 
Unnotic'd fled the Hours away, 


A Week was hardly half a Day: \ 


Erotos oft miſtook his Date, 


And Leſbia wonder'd 'twas ſo late. 7 


For now of Wings, another Pair 


Old Tempus wore, or ſeem'd to wear; 


Lin'd with a double Fleece his Toes, 


20 ſave * Corns from Rubs and Blows; 


t The Muſes, being the Daughters of Memory, are never known 
And 
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And ſtole, as ſoſt as Thieves retreat | 
From pilf'ring Eggs, or Butchers Meat. 

Too true ye ſay, ye moral Writers, ; 
That Joys are Griefs, and Sweets are Bitters, 
That Eaſe is Toil, and Health is Pain, 
And all beneath the Moon is vain. 

For e' er Dame Luna on her Brow 

Had ſprouted thrice her Horns anew, 

What Leſbia ſtrove in vain to hide, 

The practi d prying Betty ſpy'd ; 

Who, ſooth'd with Shillings and fine Speeches, 

A while conceals, as Miſs beſeeches ; > 
And, like a truſty Confidant, 

Ly'd to Mamma, and anxious Aunt “, 
Of. Vapours, Gripes, and all the Pains, 
Of which Virginity complains. 

But, ſpite of ev'ry Art they try'd, 

Love, that like wilful Homicide, 

Will till itſelf, itſelf reveal, 

Told, by Effects, a mournful Tale. 
Not dreaming Plato's fanſied Paſſion 
Could give to ſuch Effects their Faſhion 
Effects which make, as ſoon as known, 

Papa cry Wh-re ! Mamma undone |! 
Ah! Leſbia! was it to ſurvive 

The Laugh of every Nymph alive, 


* It has been faſhionable, Time immemorial, for Servants to 
lye for their Maſters and Miſtreſſes. Nay, from what Hector ſays 
to his Wife's Maids, Lib. VI. Fer. 376, * 
common Cuſtom even then. | 


Nor. II. L 
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That never in a Square or Grove, 

Had dy'd away in hidden Love : 

Ah! was it thus to ſuffer Wrong, 

You learnt to liſp a foreign Tongue; 

To ſing a dying Fall, and dance, 

And many a modiſh Art of France ; 

„Arts that, when ſkilfully apply'd, 

Bring ſtubborn Wiſdom to their Side; 

Make Stoic Pride for Beauty pant, 

* And th' arrant'ſt Cynic a Gallant ; 

| Turn plodding ſenatorial Brains, 

And Peers lead captivate in Chains ? 

Was it, before the Sun was ris'n, 

|  - For this, you conn'd your Catechiſm ? 

| Heard flighted Females oft complain 

Ok perjur'd Love, and faithleſs Men? 

Red many a Warning: piece to ſhew, 

They never care what Harm they do, 

þ But joy to ruin (ſuch the Trade is) 

| Poor hapleſs young believing Ladies 7 . 
Ah me! how chearleſs and forlorn! 

How tedious Noon, and Night, and Morn ! 

| How faint, Oh Leſdia / (fad Miſchance !) 
* Thoſe Eyes that murder'd ev'ry Glance ! 

= | Where ſculking ſly in Ambuſcade, 

1 The God of Love his Light' ning play'd. 

1 Cheeks, once like roſy- finger d Morn, 

. - Pallid-and wan, the Seat of Scorn ! 

f The Tongue that let no Subject paſs, 
| Can only mutter out, alas! 


„ 
* 
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c Oh! that the Hour of whiſper d Jeſt, 
The deſtin'd Hour worſe than the reſt, 
Were gone ! adieu to faithleſs Men! 
I'd ever hate myſelf and them !” 

Reſolves, and Promiſes, abſenting, 
Hung on the Lips of Miſs repenting, 
Till Time, that ends all human Thi 
Shook Melancholy from his Wings 3 
And Slander wearied with her Toil; 
Then Leſbia learnt again to ſmile. 
Zephyr that with Aurora play d, 
(As Verſe-men have the Tale conveyd) 
Diſpers'd all raſh Reſolves in Air, 
And Lips and Cheeks are what they were; 
Falſe Man again his Art begun, | 
And Leſbia is again undone |! 

Let Governants and Mothers all, | 
Paſte up theſe Maxims on the Wall; 95 
Beware of waking Dreams in Bed, | 
Beware of Maying, every Maid, 

When Virgin Innocence is gone, 

Nor Wit nor Beauty can atone, | 

When Frailty once ſubdues the Will,” 

Then Woman will be Woman ſtill. | 


| 
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26 "Tis beſt when bolted from the Heart : 


To help one out, in Time of Need! 
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The Cow's TAT x, 


Humbly inſcribed to the Worſhipful Society of 
Old Batchelors, at tber % . 


TILL eroſt in Love, and vex'd with Spleen, 
Thus Momus vented his Chagrin; 


| And, o'er a Cup of fulſome Ale, 
Told all his Club this odious Tale. 


Truth ſeldom needs the Help of Art; 


The Man, too delicate and nice, 
gut rarely gives ye ſound Adviee : 


Then let the following Tale commend 


© An honeſt, unrefining Friend. : 
Clodio two pretty Nymphs had courted, 


And now with one— now Yother ſported ; 


Had vow'd, proteſted, ſwore, and ly'd, 


© With all the common Forms beſide. 


Love grows apace — for both are won, 
And ſomething quickly muſt be done. 


© He ſaw but knew not how to ſteer. 
© Small Judgment to direct his Fancy— 
© For Peg was fair as well as Nancy : 


* And ſcarce a Grain in either Scale, 
To make this Side - or that prevail. 


How uſeful is a Friend indeed, 
0 6 Such 
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Such Clodio had— 2 Friend in College 
A Fellow— yet a Man of Knowledge: 
© But ſince he does not covet Fame, 
_ © 'Tis no great Matter for his Name. 
Deep learn'd he was in antique Lore, 
Had read the Caſuiſts all oer: 
Was vers'd in Ariftotle's Rules, 
© And all the Mazes of the Schools: 
© Nay,— (having often— ſince his Youth 
Spy d Falſbood dreſt in Modes of TruthY ö 
He knew as in the Cloſe you'll find 
The real Worth of Womankind. 
To him in Haſte young Cledy hies, 
© And thus accoſts him for Advice.” 
« Two Girls there are, of honeſt Fame, 
(And here he told each Fair One's Name) 
« Of equal Beauty, equal Spirit; 
« And faith! to me—of equal Merit, 
« I know no Difference— I vow; / 
« But— that Peg's richer by a Cow. 
« Now, Sir, F own I've courted: both, 
6 Yet— thinking ſoon to plight my Troth, 
&« And ſince the chuſing of a Wife 
« Is certain Weal, or Woe for Life; 
« Methinks I'd make a prudent Choice, 
And fain be govern'd by your Voice, 
« Good Sir, affiſt me to decide 
„Which I had beſt to make my Bride.“ 
The Matter had fo little in it, - 
The Sage was in a Minute: 
—— 5 c Idiot! 


| 
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Idiot !—quoth heit makes me mad 


To ſee ſo ignorant a Lad 


e What Folly has poſſeſs'd thy Mind 


| „ OE on wore ſo blind. 


© Amongſt the Sex—thou filly Gooſe ! 
ce A 
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Sir AmoRous WHIMSIE ; or, the 
DESPERATE Lover 


A TALE. 
dat] By Mr. Dope I ZI. 


Cupid ! God of whinings Speeches, 
Sighs and 1 and fond Beſeeches, 
ſleepiſh Looks, 

Trifling Griefs, and ſerious Jokes: \ 
God of Dears, of Sweets, and Honies, 1 g 


Flames, and Darts, and Fools, and Ninnies; 
That doat on Damſels more than Guineas: 
God of fond, endearing Prate, 

Hugs, and Kiſſes, and all that, 0 
Which ſets poor Hearts a-pit a- pat: 

God of Squeezes, Nods, and Winks, 
And Wiſhes—which the Muſe but thinks : 
O God of all theſe pretty Things 
Aid my Pen, thy Power ſhe fings : | 


Thy 


— 
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Thy dreadful Pow'r o'er mortal Life 
With Halter, Poiſon, Piſtol, Knife. | 
Yet this, no Cut-throat Buſineſs is, 
No hang, nor drowning Matter this, 
But a ſad Tale, which late befel 
To a poor Knight that lov'd too well ; 
Too well, as you ſhall hear, alas 
And thus the diſmal Story was : 
In Cornwall, or in Cumberland, 
Or ſomewhere elſe, we underſtand, 
Lately there dwelt a Knight of Fame, 
Sir Am'rous Whimſie was his Name. y 
This Knight was gay, and briſk, and young, 
And dreſs'd, and danc'd, and laugh'd, and ſung ; 
And with theſe Airs, this Life and Spirit, 
He thought himſelf a Man of Merit; 
Thought himſelf qualify'd to ſtrole 
Among the Fair without Controul : 
Imagin'd theſe bis ſhining Parts | 
Muſt rend, and tear, and ſadly maul their Hearts. 
Fine Feathers make fine Birds, tis true; 

But they don't make fine Singers too: 
Nor is the Value altogether 
Determin'd by the gaudieſt Feather : 
For if they han't a tuneful Note, 
To ſome they are not worth a Groat. 
So tho' our Knight in gaudy Veſt, 
With Gold and Silver Lace was dreſs d; 
Altho' his Locks in Ringlets twirl'd, 
Was powder'd, ſcented, crimp'd, and curl'd ; 

L 4 Tho' 


0 


Of witty, amiable, and young; 
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Tho? he cou'd ogle, ſmile, and bow, 

And hum an. Opera Tune, or ſo; 

Yet theſe his utmoſt Limits was, 
All further he was but an Aſs : 


His Airs, and Geſtures, and all that, 
Declar'd their Source an empty Pate. 
Thus wanting Wit, or rather Senſe, 


_ His filly, pert, inſipid Prate, 2 


To check his vain Impertinence ; 


The Fair, diſguſted with the Fool, 


Far from admiring, ridicule, 


But when they laugh, his vain Conceit 'F 


Imagines they applaud his Wit ; 
kirk thiry Jour, in vain they flout, 
The Caxgomb can't his Merit doubt; 
Enamour'd of his own dear Parts, 


He's ſure they all belie their Hearts; 5, 


And, tho' they ſeemingly deride, 
| Wou'd each be glad to be his Bride. 


Thus, vain of Int'reſt with the Fair, \ 


As all your empty Coxcombs are, 


He ſtruts in Triumph thro? the Thrag * 


T8: 
Gaining imagin'd Viftories, 15 
And fancying every Heart his Prize: 
Still boaſting to ſecure. his own, | 
Amidft his Triumphs touch'd by none. 

It muſt be own d, the beſt Defence 

Gainſt Beauty's Power is—Want of Senſe. 

| * Let 


* 


1 
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Yet Fools and Fops ſubmit to Fate, D 
And feel its Influence ſoon or late. ” 
And now, his fatal Hour being come, 
Our Warriour Knight came wounded Home: 
Czlia, the Fair, his Heart betray'd; 
Czha, the Fair, the cruel Maid, | 
Shot from her Eyes the conq ring Dart 
That found a Paſſage to his Heart. 
And now he feels the pleaſing Fire, 
And languiſhes in ſoft Deſire; 
Her fair Idea charms his Soul; 
But then her Eyes his Hopes controul : - 
He there obſerves a ſcornful Pride, 
And fears his Suit will be deny'd. 
Anxious, he fain would Silence break, 
But feels he knows not how to ſpeak. 
Love, which refines the brighteſt Wit, 
Firſt taught this Fool his Want of it. 
He, who before thro* Crouds cou'd rove, 
Now knows not how to ſay — 7 love. 

But ſoon the Coxcomb gains th* Aſcendant : 
He'll ſpeak, he vows, and there's an End or't. 


Shall I, who have made Thouſands bow, E 


Deſpair of conquering Cælia too? 
Faith I'm a Puppy if I do. 

Is not my Air, my Shape admir'd ? 
Who is more handſomely attir'd ! 
In ſhort, PII tell her I'm her Man, 
Let her deny me if ſhe can. 


\ 


* Wi th 
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With this Reſolve away he goes, 
And now before the Fair he bows. 
Celia, ſurpriz'd, obſerv'd his Mien, 
Saw the Confuſion he was in; 

And quickly, from his ſilly Face, 
Imagin'd what the Matter was. 

For, ſpite of all his vain Pretences, 
Her Preſence fo O er- aw d his Senſes, 

And Love within ſo tim'rous made him, 

He fear'd to ſay what might degrade him. 

* Confounded thus, he ſtood a-while, © — 
Celia ſurvey'd him with a Smile: 
At this the Coxcomb bolder grew, 
Dam it, I'll ſpeak ; now, now's my Cue: : 
« Well Ma'm, ſaid he, and how d'ye do? J. 
The witty Celia, with much Pain, | 
From downright Laughing did * 

And gravely as twas poſlibles | 


Thank d him, and told him, 1 


— 


4 Tis curious Weather, Madam, this.“ 
Yes, Sir, faid ſhe, and ſo it is. 
t But won't it rain d'ye think to 100 
Why truly, Sir, perhaps it max. 
Here the Knight ſcratch'd his empty Head, 
And bit his Fingers till they bled, © "i 


Before another Word was ſaid. 


At laſt, his Watch pull'd out to lock, | 
« Pray, Ma'm, ſaid he, what is t a Clock v. 
Celia, with wond'rous Gravity, 

Look'd on his Watch, and told * . 


— 


- 
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Our Knight had now no more to ſay, 
And muſt of. Courſe have ſneak'd away, 
Had not a lucky-Accident 
Given him the wiſh'd-for Argument. 
Whether by Chance, or by Deſign, 

Shall now be no Concern of mine ; 

But Cælia let her Thimble drop, 

Which, with great Joy, Sir Knight catch'd up. 
And now, for ſome fine Thing to ſay, 

In giving it, that might diſplay 
At once his Love, and ready Wit; 

Quick was the Thought —and this was it: 

« O, Ma'm, faid he, with a low Bow, 

« That we were in a Church juſt now, 

« And this here Thimble was a Ring, 

« And you and I were 
tc Before the Prieſt, for Term of Life, 

« To have and hold, as Man and Wife! 

« I ſay no more—but what ſay you? 

« Wou'dn't it be very pretty now PF: , 
Celia again was hard put to't, = 
To keep herſelf from laughing out; 

But willing one more Speech to hear, 

She let not the leaſt Smile appear ; 

But feign'd to ſeem ſhe knew not how, 

And bluſh'd, and faid, ſhe didn't know. 

Sir Knight in's Sleeve begun to laugh, 

And thought he had her ſafe enough ; 
Triumphing, to himſelf, he cry'd, 
I knew, I cow'dn't be deny'd ! 


Dam 
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Dam it, who'd ever be afraid 

Of ſpeaking to a filly Maid 7 

Then turning to the bluſhing Fair, 


- With a more pert, familiar Air, 
Well. Ma'm, ſaid he, methinks, I find 


« You're not to Cruelty inclin'd ; 
„Therefore, in ſhort, to tell you true, 
«Pm deep in Love, and tis with you: 
And this is all I have to ſay, 


I you'll be happy, Ma'm, you may.” 


Celia cou'd now no longer feign, 


Contempt and Scorn at once were ſeen ; 
And quick Reſentment in her Look, 


Whilft thus ironical ſhe ſpoke. 

Dear Sir, no doubt, I ſhould be bleſs'd, 
But I'm. afraid you're but in Jeſt ; 

Might I but on your Words rely, | 
cc Sure my poor Heart would burſt with Joy! 
To ſee myſelf the happy Bride 6 | 
Of one who Thouſands had deny'd, Al c 
« How wou d it gratify my Pride? 

&« How pleaſant too *twou'd be ! how ſweet ! 


To fit and liſten to your Wit! 


« A Specimen' of which I've ſeen 
« Moſt wonderful, ſince you came in. 
What Wit there was, when ſpoke by you, 


In that ſame Well, and how 4% dof 
c And then bat curious Weather tit? 


“No doubt a bright Tranſition this ! We 
| 0 
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« As ſure it was a pleaſant Joke, 

To look, then aſk—-/FFat ist a Clock? _ 
4 But that which follow'd next to this, 
«The Thimble Metamorphoſis, | 
« Alias, Sir Knight's Wit's Maſterpiece : 

« O 'twas a wond'rous Piece of Wit! 

„ Sure none but he eou'd thought of it? 

« Yes, — when this Parlour here ſhoots up 
« A Church, with a long Spire a-top ; 

« When Time, which changes every Thi 
« Shall change this Thimble to a Ring ; ; 
„When this old Chair's a Prieſt, and when 
«© This Stool ſtarts up, and ſays Amen; 
When all theſe Things ſhall come to paſs, 
« Then I'll be married to an Aſs.“ 

Here ftraight ſhe burſt into a Laugh; 

The Knight like Fury ſcamper'd off: 
Home he retir'd in deep Diſgrace, 

Reſolv'd no more to ſhew his Face, 

Nor Man nor Woman ſee again, 
For Death, he ſwore, ſhould end his Pain. 
Thus raging mad, he from the Wall, 
Takes down a Piſtol charg d with Ball; 
And now before the- Glaſs he ſtood, 
Reſolv'd to waſh this Stain away in Blood; 
But ſeeing his own Shade appear, | 
Confus'd, he thought himſelf was there; 
And haſt'ly aiming at his Head, 

This Moment is thy laſt, he ſaid; 


/ 
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| Then furiouſly the Trigger drew, 


Slap, through the Glaſs, the Bullet flew : 


Down fell the Mirrour, down the Knight; 
That with the Blow, this with the Fright. 


a-while he lay ; at length, 


| _ Fetching a Groan with all his Strength, 


»- 


His Heart, or ſamething from him broke, 
And theſe few Words were all he ſpoke : 
„ Oh! oh! Pm dead, or juſt as good — 
1 feel my Breeches full of Blood,” 
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